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It was simply a struggle lor fresh air, in which, if 
the windows could not be opened, there was danger 
that panes would be broken, though painted with 
images of saints and martyrs. Light, coloured by 
these reverend effigies, was none the more respirable 
for being picturesque. }. R. LovtII. 
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PREFACE TO THE POPULAR EDITION 


The reader will find in this volume a Foreword by 
Professor ICirsopp Lake, which was written at the 
invitation of Major George Haven Putnam for the 
original American edition. 

I venture to hope that this brief essay by so 
distinguished and honourable a scholar will be read, 
in particular, by those champions of clericalism in 
Great Britain who attacked my book on its first 
appearance \vith the scorn always characteristic of 
their tribe when a subservient humanity is not kneel- 
ing at their feet either for absolution or with an 
offertory — attacked it with the obvious intention to 
misrepresent its purpose in the eyes of their readers, 
that its work might be hindered. 

I do not think that Professor Lake will persuade 
these people to rend their garments, much less 
their hearts ; but I like to believe that not even a 
prize-fighter of religious obscurantism (that is to 
say, of defiant ignorance and pretentious supersti- 
tion) coxald read the warning of Professor Lake 
without at least one twinge of conscience, good for 
his manners. 

Such people as these defenders of a formalism 
W'hich was always destructive and now is disreput- 
able do incredible harm to religion. Their 
dogmatism is even greater, and scarcely less laugh- 
able, than the dogmatism of John Lightfoot, Vice- 
Chancellor of Cambridge and a distinguished 
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the past ; but serious youth, with its clean honesty, 
its determination neither to dupe itself nor to let 
others dupe it, wth its faith in a better order of 
things, and its noble hope of a higher human 
creature, has no more respect for the Church than 
it has for the unction of Chadband or tlie journalism 
of Eatanswill. 

Tlie inability of the pugnacious champion of 
clericalism to realise that youth thus turns away 
from the Church, not because youtli is proud and 
rebellious, but because it cannot be dishonest or 
servile, constitutes a grave danger to the English 
Church. It is an attitude of mind conducive not 
merely to neglect but to contempt. It does not 
so much leave the Son of Man with no place wherein 
to lay His head, as expose Him to the gaze of mankind 
in the mock robe and the sham crown of derision. 
It is a spirit which does not take away the, Christ 
and lay Him where no Magdalene may find Him, but 
which rolls away the stone of the sepulchre with 
incantatory rite and theatrical ceremony, 
triumphantly to exhibit to the scholar and the 
student, and to all who pass by, the grave-clothes 
of a tradition which has passed from the earth. 
’WTiy seek ye the Living among the Dead ? 

The gospels are fuU of warnings to men of this 
nature — ^tlrese worst enemies of religion. But just 
as people in church sing hjnnns of horror and 
disgust (lines such as " Who is tliis in garments 
gory ? ” or " Here I rest, for ever viewing Mercy 
poured in streams of Blood ”) with exactly the same 
expression of voice and face as they sing hymns of 
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however much he may disagree with me, he will at 
least be proof against tlie swindling insinuations of 
those critics who have " a vested interest in 
darkness,’' 

February, 1923, 



FOREWORD 


By Professor Kirsopp Lake 

No one who believes that the Christian churches have 
in the past been the moral leaders of western civilisa- 
tion can fail to be interested in the presentation of 
some of the English religious leaders by " A Gentle- 
man with a Duster ” especially if, like myself, he 
have some passing acquaintance with most of them. 
Nor can any neglect to regard seriously his warning 
that the Church is failing as a moral leader. 

What is the reason for that failure ? It cannot, I 
think, be found in lack of earnestness ; for to-day all 
the guides of the churches in England are serious, 
upright men, who would gladly lead if they could. 
Nor is it because they are voices uttering strange 
announcements in the wilderness ; if they have a 
fault it is rather tliat they have so little to announce. 
The defect which is disclosed by the pictures given 
by “ A Gentleman with a Duster " is primarily in- 
tellectual, and I propose to devote to its explanation 
the introduction which the publisher has asked me 
to write for the American edition of Painted 
Windows. - 

From the third century to the eighteenth the 
Christian Church presented views of life and theories 
of the origin, weakness, and possible redemption of 
human nature, which were both self consistent and 
rational. It offered men an infallible guide of life, 
to be found in the Church, the Bible, and the Christ. 
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and trj' to follow it because they believe that it 
is true, but thc}' do not believe that it is 
true because it is His teaching. It is therefore 
impossible to-day for educated men, even among 
those wliQ most sincerely adopt it, to settle a moral 
argument by an appeal to the teaching of Jesus. 
The tragedy is that there are probably as many to-day 
outside the Church who endeavour to follow Jesus, 
but do not call Him Lord, as there are within the 
Church who reverse this attitude. For good or for 
evil (and I tliink it is for evil), the Church, especially 
the Church of England, seems to have decided that 
to say '' Lord, Lord ” is the pass-word to the ICing- 
dom of Heaven, 

Equally important with this great change in 
thought, wliich has abandoned the infallible trinity 
of Churcli, Bible, and Jesus, is the fact that the best 
of our generation have shifted tlic centre of en- 
deavour from the future salvation of the individual 
to the present reformation of this world for the 
benefit of coming humanity. Tlie best men of our 
time are troubling very little about the salvation 
of their own souls ; not because they are indifferent 
or unbelieving, but because they believe tliat if our 
lives are continued after death it will be a natural 
and not a supernatural plienoraenon, of which no 
details can be known. They have relegated the 
whole apparatus of Heaven and Hell to the limbo of 
forgotten mythologies. The continuance of life to 
which they look forward is progressive and educa- 
tional, not fixed or punitive. Moreover, most of 
them would say, with complete reverence,'Jhat tlie 
work which is set before them by the Purpose of 
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is it conceivable that belief can bo fixed so as to be 
unalterable. Intellectual correctness is relative, 
and Truth cannot be petrified into Creeds, but lives 
by discussion, criticism, correction, and growth. 

The second necessity is the purification of the 
human spirit. Generation after generation of 
Christians on their way through the world have 
endeavoured to follow the moral teaching of the 
Church, but the friction and pressure of life ahvays 
bring with them many impurities, the swell of 
passion, the blindness of temper, and tlie thrust of 
desire, which a mere appeal to reason cannot remedy 
because it condemns but does not remove tlie evil. 
In the future as in the past, the Church must find 
means to satisfy men’s need and desire for 
purification. 

The tliird is closely allied to the second. It is 
" the helping hand of grace.” No organised religion 
is complete or satisfactory which docs not under- 
stand that when -weak and erring human beings 
call from the depths, the helping hand of grace is 
stretched out from the unknown. The origin and 
nature of grace is a metaphysical and theological 
problem ; its existence is a fact of experience. And 
that same experience shows that tliough grace may 
work apart from institutions it does in fact normally 
work through them. 

These are the three things which the Liberal 
wishes to keep in the Churcli. He knows that to 
do this the traditional forms of church life require 
great changes, but he wishes to preserve the institu- 
tional life of the Church as a valuable inheritance. 
To him it is clear that Christians who in one 


22 


FOREWORD 


generation invented the theology, the sacraments, 
the thoughts, practices, and ordinances of the past, 
have tlie right in another generation to change these. 
The contimrity of the Church is in membership, 
not in documents. 

But the Liberals fall into two groups. There is 
the left rving which expresses itself rrith clearness 
and decision, which is not afraid of recognising 
that the Church in the past has often been wrong 
and has affirmed as fact what is really fiction. Those 
who belong to it are sometimes driven out by 
official pressirre, and more often are compelled to 
yield to the practical necessities of ecclesiastical 
life, but their influence is greater than their numbers. 
The danger which would face the Church if they 
were allowed to have more prominence, is that their 
plainness of speech would lead to disruption. The 
danger is a real one, and the leaders of churches do 
right to fear it. 

Over against this is the right wing of Liberals, 
There is probably little difference in the matter of 
private opinion between them and the left wing, 
but they are more concerned with safeguarding the 
unity of the Church. They endeavour to do tliis 
by using the old phraseology with a new meaning, 
so that, for instance, members of this party feel 
justified in stating that they accept the creed, 
though they do not believe in it in the sense which 
was originally intended. This is technically called 
“reinterpreting,” and by a sufficient amount of 
“reinterpreting” all the articles of the creed (oi" 
indeed anjdhing else) can be given whatever meam 
ing is desired. The statement that God created 
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the heavens and the earth becomes in this way an 
affirmation of evolution ; the Virgin Birth affirms 
the reality of Christ’s human nature; and the 
Resurrection of the Flesh affirms the Immortality 
of the Soul. Performed %vith skill, this dialectical 
legerdemain is very soothing to a not unduly 
intelligent congregation and prevents any breach 
in the apparent continuity of the Church's belief. 
It also prevents any undue acrimoniousness of 
theological debate, for debate is difficult if words 
may be interpreted to mean the opposite of their 
historical significance. The danger is that the 
rising generation will refuse to accept this method, 
and that it will lead to deep and irretrievable 
intellectual confusion. This is what Father ICnox 
clearly saw to be the intellectual sin of the 
" Foundationers.” 

Nevertheless, when all is said it is easy to criticise 
but difficult to advise. As " A Gentleman with a 
Duster ” has seen, the desire of the church leaders 
whose portraits he paints is to preserve the Chmrch 
through a period of transition, I doubt the wisdom 
of their policy, though I recognise the difficulty 
of their task and appreciate their motives. 

I doubt tlie wisdom of the policy because I think 
that though it may satisfy the older members of 
the Church and so preserve continuity with tlie 
past, it is doing so at the expense of the younger 
generation and sacrificing continuity with the 
future. It may conciliate those who have power 
to make trouble in the present ; but it is only the 
young who are now silently abandoning the Church, 
that have the power to give life in the future. It 
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INTRODUCTION 


By means of a study in religious personality, I seek 
in these pages to discover a reason for the present 
rather ignoble situation of the Church in the 
affections of men. 

My purpose is to examine the mind of modem 
Christianity, the only religion of the world with 
which the world can never be done, because it 
has the lasting quality of growth, and to see whether 
in the condition of that mind one cannot light upon 
a cause for the confessed failure of the Church to 
impress humanity with what its documents call 
the Will of God — a failure the more perplexing 
because of the wonderful devotion, sincerity, and 
almost boundless activity of the modem Church. 

As a clue to the object of this quest, 1 would ask 
the reader to bear in mind that the present dis- 
ordered state of the world is by no means a 
consequence of the late War. 

The state of the world is one of confusion, but 
that confusion is immemorial. Man has for ever 
been wrestling with an anarchy which has for ever 
defeated him. The history of the human race is 
the diary of a Bear Garden. Man, so potent against 
the mightiest and most august forces of nature, has 
never been able to subdue those trivial and unworthy 
forces within his own breast — envy, hatred, malice. 
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Therefore in studying the modem mind of 
Christianity, persuaded that its mission is to teach 
mankind a lesson of quite sublime importance, we 
may possibly arrive in our conclusion at a unif3dng 
principle which wiU at least help the Church to 
turn its moral earnestness, its manifold seif-sacrifice, 
and its great but conflicting energies, in this one 
direction which is its own supremest end, namely, 
the interpretation of human life in terms of spiritual 
reality. 

To those who distrust reason and hold fast rather 
fearfully to the moorings of tradition, I would 
venture to say, first, that perilous times are most 
perilous to error, and, secondly, in the words of a 
noble scholar, " After all. Faith is not belief in 
spite of evidence, but life in scorn of consequence — 
a courageous trust in the great purpose of aU things 
and pressing forward to finish the work which is 
in sight, whatever the price may be.” 
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PAINTED WINDOWS 

Chapter I 
BISHOP GORE 

He is in truth, in the power, in the hands, of another, of 
another will . . . attracted, corrected, guided, rewarded, 
satiated, in a long discipline, that " ascent of the soul into 
the intelligible world ." — Walter Pater. 

No man occupies a more commanding position in 
the Churches of England than Dr. Gore. I am 
assured in more than one quarter that a vote on 
this subject would place him head and shoulders 
above all other religious teachers of our time. In 
the region of personal influence he appears to be 
without a rival. 

Such is the quality of his spirit, that a person 
so different from him both in temperament and 
intellect as the Dean of St. Paul's has confessed 
that he is " one of the most powerful spiritual 
forces in our generation.” 

It is, I think, the grave sincerity of his soul 
which gives him this pre-eminence. He is not 
more eloquent than many others, he is not greatly 
distinguished by scholarship, he is only one in a 
numerous company of high-minded men who live 
devout and disinterested lives. But no man 
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One may well doubt the judgment of Mr. 
Chamberlain ; but it remains very obviously true 
that the personal impression of Gladstone was 
infinitely greater than his ideas. The tradition 
of that almost marvellous impression stUl prevails, 
but solely among a few, and there it is fading. For 
the majority of men it is already as if Gladstone 
had never existed. 

We should be wise, then, to examine the mind, 
and only the mind, of this remarkable prelate, and 
to concern ourselves hardly at all with the beauty 
of his life or the bewitchments of his character ; 
for our purpose is to arrive at his value for religion, 
and to study his personality only in so far as it 
enables us to understand his life and doctrine. 

Dr. Gore lives in a small and decent London 
house which at all points in its equipment perfectly 
expresses a pure taste and a wholly unstudied 
refinement. Nothing there offends the eye or 
oppresses the mind. It is the dignified habitation 
of a poor gentleman, breathing a charm not to be 
found in the house of a rich parvenu. He has 
avoided without effort the conscious artistry of 
Chelsea and the indifference to art of the unjesthetic 
vulgarian. As to the manner of his life, it is reduced 
to an extreme of simplicity, but his asceticism is 
not made the excuse for domestic carelessness. A 
sense of order distinguishes this small interior, 
which is as quiet as a monk’s cell, but restful and 
gracious, as though continually overlooked by a 
woman's providence. 

Here Dr. Gore reads theology and the newspaper, 
receives and embraces some of his numerous disciples, 
Bw 
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battle, and sometimes even perhaps conscious of 
a check for the cause which is far dearer to him 
than his own life. 

One thinks of him as a soul under a cloud. He 
gives one no feeling of radiance, no sense of a living 
serenity. What serenity he possesses at the centre 
of his being does not shine in his face nor sound in 
his voice. He has the look of one whose head 
has long been thrust out of a window gloomily 
expecting an accident to happen at the street 
corner. FitzGerald once admirably described the 
face of Carlyle as wearing " a crucified expression,” 
No such bitterness of pain and defeat shows in the 
face of Dr. Gore. But his look is the look of one 
who has not conquered and who expects further, 
perhaps greater disaster. 

He has told us that ” a man must be strong at 
the centre before he can be free at the circumference 
of his being,” and in support of this doctrine he 
quotes the words of Jesus, “It is better to enter 
into life halt or maimed rather than having two 
hands or two feet to go into hell.” Has he reached 
strength at the centre, one wonders, by doing 
violence to any part of his moral being ? Is his 
strength not the strength of the whole man but 
the strength only of his will, a forced strength to 
which his reason has not greatly contributed and 
into which his affections have not entirely entered ? 

Is this, one asks, the reason of that look in his face, 
the look of bafflement, of perplexity, of a 
permanently troubled conscience, of a divided 
self, a self that is both maimed and halt ? 

How is it, we ask ourselves, that a man who makes 
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extended the influence of Dr. Gore to men of science, 
such as Romanes, as well as to a much larger number 
of thoughtful undergraduates. 

For a year he was Vicar of Radley, and then came 
to London as a Canon of Westminster, immediately 
attracting enormous congregations to hear him 
preach, his sermons being distinguished by a most 
singular simplicity, a profound piety, and above 
all by a deep honesty of conviction which few who 
heard him could withstand. Weller, the Dean’s 
verger at the Abbey, has many stories to tell of the 
long queues at Westminster which in those days 
were one of the sights of London. The Abbey has 
never since recovered its place as a centre of Christian 
teaching. 

Up to this time Dr. Gore's sympathy for the 
Oxford Movement was merely the background of 
a life devoted to the mystical element and the 
moral implications of the Christian religion. He 
was known as a High Churchman ; he was felt to 
be a saint ; his modernism was almost forgotten. 

It was not long before his tentative movement 
towards modernism ended in a profession of Catholic 
principles which allied him with forces definitely 
and sometimes angrily ranged against the Higher 
Criticism. He became a Bishop. Almost at once 
the caressing fingers of the saint became the heavy 
hand of the dogmatist. He who had frightened 
Liddon by his tremulous adventure towards the 
mere fringe of modernism became the declared 
enemy, the implacable foe, of the least of his clergy 
who questioned even the most questionable clauses 
of the creeds. He demanded of them all a categorical 
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assent to the literal truth of the miraculous, 
in exactly the same sense in which physical facts 
are true. Every word of the creeds had to be 
uttered ex animo. “ It is very hard to be a good 
Christian.” Yes ; but did Dr. Gore make it 
harder than it need be? There was something 
not very unlike a heresy hrmt in the diocese over 
which the editor of Lux Mimdi ruled with a rod 
of iron. 

I remember once speaking to Dr. Wilmington 
Ingram, Bishop of London, about the Virgin Birth. 
He told me that he had consulted Charles Gore on 
this matter, and that he agreed with Charles Gore’s 
ruling that if belief in that miracle were abandoned 
Christianity would perish. Such is the fate of those 
who put their faith in dogmas, and plant their feet 
on the sands of tradition. 

Dr. Gore's life as a Bishop, first of Worcester, 
then of Birmingham, and finally of Oxford, was 
disappointing to many of his admirers, and perhaps 
to himself. He did well to retire. But unfortu- 
nately this retirement was not consecrated to those 
exercises which made him so impressive and so 
powerful an influence in tlie early years of his 
ministry. He set himself to be, not an exponent 
of the Faith, but the defender of a particular aspect 
of that Faith. 

Here, 1 think, is to be found the answer to our 
question concerning the loss of Dr. Gore’s influence 
in the national life. From the day of the great 
sermons in Westminster Abbey that wonderful 
influence has diminished, and he is now in the 
unhappy position of a party leader whose followers 
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begin to question his wisdom. Organisation has 
destroyed him. 

Dr. Gore, in my judgment, has achieved strength 
at the centre of his being only at the terrible cost 
of cutting off, or at any rate of maiming, his own 
natural temperament. Marked out by nature for 
the life of mysticism, he has entered maimed and 
halt into the life of the controversialist. With the 
richest of spiritual gifts, which demand quiet and 
a profound peace for their development, he has 
thrown himself into the arena of theological disputa- 
tion, where force of intellect rather than beauty 
of character is tire first requirement of victory. 
Instead of drawing all men to the sweet reasonable- 
ness of the Christian life, he has floundered in the 
obscurities of a sect and hidden his light under the 
bushel of a mouldering solecism — “ the tradition of 
Western Catholicism.” It is a tragedy. Posterity, 
I think, will regretfully number him among bigots, 
lamenting that one who was so clearly 

. . . bom for the universe, narrow’d his mind. 

And to party gave up what was meant for mankind. 

For, unhappily, this party in the Church to which, 
as Dean Inge well puts it, Dr. Gore " consents to 
belong,” and for which he has made such manifold 
sacrifices, and by which he is not always so loyally 
followed as he deserves to be, is of all parties in 
the Church that which least harmonises with 
English temperament, and is least likely to endure 
the intellectual onslaughts of the immediate future. 

It is the Catholic Party, the spendthrift heir of 
the Tractarians, which, with little of the intellectual 
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force that gave so signal a power to the Oxford 
IMovement, endeavours to malce up for that sad if 
not fatal deficiency by an almost inexhaustible 
credulity, a marked ability in superstitious cere- 
monial, a not very modest assertion of the claims 
of sacerdotalism, a mocking contempt for preaching, 
and a devotion to the duties of the parish priest 
which has never been excelled in the history of the 
English Church. 

Bishop Gore, very obviously, is a better man 
than his party. He is a gentleman in every fibre 
of his being, and to a gentleman all extravagance 
is distasteful, aU disloyalty is impossible. He is, 
indeed, a survival from the great and orderly 
Oxford Movement tr3dng to keep his feet in the 
swaying midst of a revolutionary mob, a Kerensky 
attempting to withstand the forces of Bolshevism. 

There is little question, I think, that when his 
influence is removed, an influence which becomes 


tvith every year something of a superstition, some- 
thing of an irritation, to the younger generation of 
Anglo-Catholics — not many of whom are scholars 
and few gentlemen — the party which he has served 
so loyally, and with so much distinction, so much 
temperance, albeit so disastrously for his own 
mfluence in the world, will perish on the far 
boundanes of an extremism altogether foreign to 
our English nativity. 

For to many of those who profess to follow him 
a hesitating and too cautious leader, 
Md they tret under his coldness towards the millinery 
tVio ^ ^ "'rithe under his refusal to accept 

s range miracle of Transubstantiation — a 



BISHOP GORE 


41 


miracle which, he has explained, I understand, 
demands a reversal of itself to account for the 
change which takes place in digestion. If they 
were rid of his restraining hand, if they felt they 
could trust themselves without his intellectual 
championship, these Bolshevists of sacerdotalism, 
these enthusiasts for the tyranny of an absolute 
Authority, these episcopalian asserters of the 
Apostolical Succession who delight in flouting and 
defying and insulting their bishops, would soon 
lose in the follies of excess the last vestiges of 
English respect for the once glorious and honourable 
Oxford Movement. 

If any man think that I bear too hardly on 
these very positive protagonists of Latin Christianity, 
let him read the Anglican chapters in A Spiritual 
Mneii. Father Knox was once a member of 
this party and something of a disciple of Dr. Gore, 
who, however, always regretted his “ mediaeval ” 
theology. 

A member of this party, marching indeed at its 
head and its one voice in these degenerate days to 
which men of intelligence pay the smallest atten- 
tion, Bishop Gore has lost the great influence he 
once exercised, or began to exercise, on the national 
life, a moral and spiritual influence which might 
at this time have been well-nigh supreme if the 
main body of the nation had not unfortunately 
lost its interest for the man in its contempt for, or 
rather its indifference to, the party to which he 
consents to belong. 

But for 'the singular beauty of his spiritual life, 
one would be tempted to set him up as an example 
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which knows not only that it has got authority, 
but that it has got the truth and reason on its 
side." 

The claim is obviously courageous, the claim of a 
brave and noble man, but one wonders, Can it be 
made good ? It is a long time since evolution saw 
Athanasius laid in the grave, a long time since the 
Inquisition pronounced the opinions of Galileo to 
be heretical and therefore false. " It is very hard 
to be a good Christian." Did Athanasius make 
it easier? Did the Inquisition which condemned 
Galileo make it easier still ? 

Dr. Gore thinks that the supreme mistake of 
Christianity was placing itself under the protection 
and patronage of national governments. It should 
never have become nationalised. Its greatest and 
most necessitous demand was to stand apart from 
anything in the nature of racialism. 

He mourns over an incoherent humanity; he 
seeks for unif3dng principles. The religion of an 
Incarnation must have a message for the world, a 
message for the whole world, for all mankind. 
Surely, surely. But unif3dng principles are not 
popular in the churches. It is the laity which 
objects to a coherent Gospel. 

He sighs for a spiritualised Labour Party, He 
shrinks from the thought of a revolution, but does 
not believe that the present industrial system can 
be Christianised. There must be a fundamental 
change. Christianity is intensely personal, but its 
individualism is of the spirit, the individualism of 
unselfishness. He laughs grimly, in a low and 
nunbling fashion, on hearing that Communism is 
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Prince of Peace, But we were cold, cold. We had 
no idealism. We were poor sceptics trusting to 
economics — the economics of a base materialism. 

But though he broods over the sorrows and 
sufferings of mankind, and views with an un- 
utterable grief the dismemberment of Christendom, 
he refuses to style himself a pessimist. There is 
much good in the world; he is continually being 
astonished by the goodness of individuals ; he cannot 
bring himself to despair of mankind. Ah, if he had 
only kept himself in that atmosphere ! But " it 
is very hard to be a good Christian.” 

As for theology, as for modernism, people are 
not bothered, he says, by a supposed conflict between 
Religion and Science. What they want is a message. 
The Catholic Church must formulate a policy, must 
become intelligent, coherent. 

He has small faith in meetings, pronouncing the 
word with an amused disdain, nor does he attach 
great importance to preaching, convinced that no 
Englishman can preach : “ Even Roman Catholics 
can't preach in England.” As for those chapels to 
which people go to hear a popular preacher, he calls 
them “ preaching shops,” and speaks with pity of 
those who occupy their pulpits ; " That must be a 
dreadful life — dreadful, oh, quite dreadful ! ” Yet 
he has a lasting admiration for the sermons of 
Charles Haddon Spurgeon. As to Jeremy Taylor, " I 
confess that all that turgid rhetoric wearies me.” 

He does not think the Oxford Movement has 
spent itself, .On the contrary, the majority of the 
young men who present themselves for ordination 
are very largely inspired by the spirit of that 
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Chapter II 
DEAN INGE 

Some day, when I’ve guile made up my mind whal to 
figid for, or whom to fight, I shall do well enough, if I live, 
hut I haven’t made up my mind what to fight for — whether, 
for instance, people ought to live in Swiss cottages and sit 
on ihree~kgged or one-legged stools ; whether people ought 
to dress well or ill ; whether ladies ought to tie their hair in 
beautiful knots ; whether Commerce or Business of any 
kind be an invention of the Devil or not ; whether Art is a 
Crime or only an Absurdity ; whether Clergymen ought 
to he multiplied, or exterminated by arsenic, like rats ; 
whether in general we are getting on, and if so where we 
are gomg to ; whether it's worth xvhile to ascertain any of 
these things ; whether one’s tongue was ever made to talk 
with or only to taste with . — John Ruskin. 

When our day is done, and men look back to 
the shadows we have left behind us, and there is 
no longer any spell of personal magnetism to delude 
right judgment, I think that the figure of Dean 
Inge may emerge from the dim and too crowded 
tapestry of our period with something of the force, 
richness, and abiding strength which gives Dr. 
Johnson his great place among authentic Englishmen. 

His true setting is the Deanery of St. Paul’s, that 
frowning and melancholy house in' a backwater of 
London’s jarring tide, where the 'dust collects, and 
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beyond the lower, a drift of careless hair sticking 
boyishly forward from the forehead, the nose 
-.hin, the mouth mobile but decisive, tlie whole 
set and colour of the face stonelike and im- 
passive- 

In repose he looks as if he had set himself to stare 
the Sphinx out of countenance, and not yet had 
lost heart in the matter. When he smiles, it is 
as if a mischievous boy looked out of an under- 
taker’s window ; but the smile, so full of wit, mischief, 
and even gaiety, is gone in an instant, quicker 
than I have ever seen a smile flash out of sight, 
and immediately the fine scholarly face sinks back 
into somnolent austerity which for all its aloofness 
and immemorial calm suggests, in some fashion 
for which I cannot account, a frozen whimsicality. 

Few public men, with perhaps the ex'ception of 
Samuel Rogers, ever cared so little about appear- 
ance. It is believed that the Dean would be 
indistinguishable from a tramp but for the constant 
admonishment and active benevolence of Mrs. 
Inge. As it is, he is something more tlian shabby, 
and only escapes a disreputable appearance by the 
finest of hairs, resembling, as I have suggested, one 
of those poor Russian noblemen whom Dostoevsky 
loved to place in the dismal and sordid atmosphere 
of a lodging-house, there to shine like golden planets 
by the force of their ideas. 

But when all this is said, and it is worth saying, 
I hope, if only to make the reader feel that he is 
here making the acquaintance of an ascetic of the 
intellect, a man who cares most deeply for accurate 
thought, and is absorbed body, soul, and spirit 



oi tu Dean as a p V ^ the ’^^;“^pte5Sio? 

When he sp , ^ ^ py deainess, ^elancho^y 

Oi strength, po^^^* carete^^^rth the 

allegiance to o^gtliing if-t ^ ^ renaot®. 

because "otion ; he is alooi 

and Beauty ^vtth the _ oi his tnosi 


J Beauty ^vith tne oi his most 

1 ■ in the man suggests the ti e ^^^.vhat 

Outspoken shghtiy 

popular hook ^ o^ld, I thinh, h 

Utiul phr^V Ste-Beuv^ord tn<ih. 

distressed ^ emphasis on the 5 

except a ce^t^^^or Jon the ^P^^ J the 

suggests “ ^ troversial oi Jd spirit a 

m the more con^ Jtion, 

contrary, he is m and mem 

true mystic, a angered, attitnde 

gentie u’hen he J m his aUr^^^ 

not challenge j^olish world, and, 50 

to God li n inevitable in one ' ^^n 

the awkwardness me bis 

babitually with ° ^te. 
silence, anxious to be po 



DEAN INGE 


51 


" I do not like being unpleasant/’ he said to me 
on one occasion, " but it no one else will, and the 
time requires it ” 

- It is a habit with him to leave a sentence unfinished 
which is sufiiciently clear soon after the start. 

In what way is he unpleasant? and what are 
those movements of the time which call in his 
judgment for unpleasantness ? 

' ■ Of B.ergson he said to me, " I hope he is still 
thinking,” and when I questioned him he replied 
that Bergson’s teaching up to this moment " suggests 
that anything may happen.” 

Here you may see one of the main movements 
of our day which caU, in the Dean’s judgment, 
for unpleasantness — the unpleasantness of telling 
people not to make fools of themselves. Humanity 
must not go over in a body to Mr. Micawber. 

Anything may happen ? No ! We are not 
characters in a fairy tale, but men of reason, inhabit- 
ing a world which reveals to us at every point of 
our investigation one certain and unalterable fact — 
an unbroken uniformity of natural law. We must 
not dream ; we must act, and, before we act, we 
must think. Human nature does not change very 
greatly, Bergson is apt to encourage easy optimism, 
to leave the door open for credulity, superstition, 
idle expectation ; and he is disposed to set instinct 
above reason, “ a very dangerous doctrine, at any 
rate for this generation.” 

What is wrong with this generation? It is a 
generation that refuses to accept the rule and 
discipline of reason, which thinks it can reach 
millennium by a short cut, or jump to the moon 
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sentimental vnilgarities which have disfigured it 
in recent years — alike from the resthetic extrava- 
gances of the ritualist and tlie organising fussiness 
of the evangelical ; to rescue it from these obscuring 
uncssentials, and to set it clearly before the eyes 
of mankind in the pure region of thought — a divine 
philosophy wliich teaches the only true science of 
life, a discipline which fits the Soul for its journe}', 
“ by an inner ascent/' to the presence of God. 
Mysticism, he says, is the pursuit of ultimate, 
objective truth, or it is nothing. 

Christianity demands the closest attention of tlie 
mind. It cannot be seen at a glance, understood 
in a moment, adopted by a gesture. It is a deep 
and profound philosophy of life. It proposes a 
transvaluation of values. It insists that the spiritual 
life is the only true life. It sets the invisible above 
the visible, and the eternal above the temporal. 
It tears up by the roots the lust of accumulation. 
It brings man face to face with a choice that is his 
destiny. He must think, he must decide. He can- 
not serve both God and Mammon. Either his life 
must be given for the imperishable values of spiritual 
existence or for the meats that perish and the flesh 
that will see corruption. Let a man choose. Chris- 
tianity contradicts all his natural ideas ; but let 
him think, let him listen to the voice of God, and 
let him decide as a rational being. Let him not 
presume to set up his trivial notions, or to think 
that he can silence Truth by bawling falsehood at 
the top of his voice. Let him be humble. Let him 
listen to the teacher. Let him give all his attention 
to this great matter, for it concerns his soul. 
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Here again is the aristocratic principle. The 
average man, until he has disciplined his reason to 
understand this great matter, must hold his peace ; 
certainly he must not presume to lay down the law. 

When we exclaim against this doctrine, and speak 
vwth enthusiasm of the virtues of the poor, Dr. 
Inge asks us to examine those virtues and to judge 
of their worth. Among the poor, he quotes, 

" generosity ranks far before justice, sympathy 
before truth, love before chastity, a pliant and 
obliging disposition before a rigidly honest one. In 
brief, the less admixture of intellect required for 
the practice of any virtue, the higher it stands in 
popular estimation." 

But we are to love God with aU our mind, as s 
well as with all our heart. 

Does he, then, shut out the humble and the poor 
from the Kingdom of God ? 

Not for a moment. " Ultimately, we are what 
we love and care for, and no limit has been set to 
what we may become without ceasing to be our- 
selves.” The door of love stands open, and through 
that doorway the poor and the ignorant may pass 
to find the satisfaction of the saint. But they must 
be careful to love the right things — ^to love truth, 
goodness, and beauty. They must not be encouraged 
to sentimentalise ; they must be bidden to decide. 
The poor can be debauched as easily as the ricL 
Many are called, but few chosen. 

His main protest is against the rule of the ignorant, 
the democratic principle applied to the amor intellec- 
iualis Dei. Rich and poor, learned and ignorant, 
all must accept, with humility, the teaching of the 
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Master. Plotinus, he points out, was the school- 
master who brought Augustine to Christ. The 
greatest of us has to learn. He who would teach 
should be a learner all his life. 

In everything he says and writes I find this desire 
to exalt Truth above the fervours of emotionalism 
and the dangerous drill of the formalist. Always 
he is calling upon men to drop their prejudices and 
catchwords, to forsake their conceits and sentiments, 
to face Trutlr with a quiet pulse and eyes clear of 
all passion. Christianity is a tremendous thing ; 
let no man, believer or unbeliever, attempt to make 
light of it. 

It is not compassion for the intellectual difficulties 
of the average man which has made Dr. Inge a 
conservative modernist, if so I may call him. Senti- 
ment of no kind whatever has entered into the 
matter. He is a conservative modernist because 
his reason has convinced him of the truth of reason- 
able modernism, because he has " that intellectual 
honesty which dreads what Plato calls ‘ the lie in 
the soul ’ even more than the lie on the lips.” He 
is a modernist because he is an intellectual ascetic. 

When we compare his position with that of Dr. 
Gore we see at once the width of the gulf which 
separates the traditionalist from the philosopher. 
To Dr. Gore the creeds and the miracles are essential 
to Christianity. No Virgin Birth, no Sermon on 
the Mount 1 No Resurrection of the Body, no 
Parable of the Prodigal Son 1 No Descent into 
Hell, no revelation that the Kingdom of Heaven is 
within ! Need we wonder that Dr. Gore cries out 
despairingly for more discipline? He summons 
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reason, it is true, but to defend and explain creeds 
without which there is no Christianity. 

To Dr. Inge, on the other hand, it is what Christ 
said that matters, what He taught that demands 
our obedience, what He revealed that commands 
our love. Christianity for him is not a series of 
e.xtraordinary acts, but a voice from heaven. It is 
not the Christ of tradition before whom he bo'vs 
his knee, but the Christ of history, the Christ oi 
faith, the Christ of experience — the living and there- 
fore the evolving Christ. And for him, as for the 
great majority of searching men, the more the mists 
of pious abcrglauhe lift, the more real, the mdre 
fair, and the more divune becomes the Face of that 
living Christ, the more close the sense of Ilis 
companionship. 

A friend of mine once asked him, " Are you a 
Christian or a Neoplatonist? ” He smiled. “It 
would be difficult to say,” he replied. He was 
thinking, I am sure, of Troeltsch’s significant pro- 
phecy, and warning, that the Future of Christian 
philosophy depends on the renewal oj its alliance with 
Neoplatonism. 

Let no man suppose that the intellectual virtues 
are outside the range of religion. " Candour, moral 
courage, intellectual honesty, scrupulous accuracy, 
chivalrous fairness, endless docility to facts, dis- 
interested collaboration, unconquerable hopefulness 
and perseverance, manly renunciation of popularity 
and easy honours, love of bracing labour and 
strengthening solitude; these, and many other 
cognate qualities,” says Baron von Hugel, " bear 
upon them the impress of God and His Christ." 
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WTiat Dr, Inge, who quotes these words, says of 
Plotinus declares his own character. He speaks of 
“ the intense honesty of the man, who never shirks 
a difficulty or writes an insincere word.” 

But tliough he is associated in the popular mind 
chiefly witli modernism. Dr. Inge is not by any 
means only a controversial theologian. Above 
and beyond everything else, he is a mystic. You 
may find indications of this tnith even in a 
book like Outspoken Essays, but they are more 
numerous in lus two httle volumes, The Church 
and the Age and Speculum Anivus, and of 
course more numerous still in his great work on 
Plotinus.‘ He is far more a mystic than a modernist. 
Indeed I regard him as the Erasmus of modernism, 
one so sure of truth that he would trust time to 
work for his ideas, would avoid fighting altogether, 
but certainly all fighting that is in the least degree 
premature. The two thousand years of Christianity, 
he says somewhere, are no long period when we 
remind ourselves that God spent millions of years 
in moulding a bit of old red sandstone. 

Meanwhile we have our cocksure little guides, some 
of whom say to us, " That is primitive, therefore it is 
good,” and others, " This is up-to-date, therefore it 
is better." Not very wise persons any of them, I fear. 

And again, writing of Catholic Modernism in 
France : 

We have given our reasons for rejecting the 
Modernist attempt at reconstruction. In the first 

‘ I have often thouEht that the unquestionable inferiority of 
German literature about Platonism points to an inherent defect m the 
Gorman mind .” — The Phthso}{hy of Plotmus^ p. 13. 
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Religion is caught rather than taught; it is the 
religious teacher, not the religious lesson, that helps 
the pupil to believe. 

What we love, that we see ; and what we see, that 
we are. 

We need above all things to simplify our religion 
and our inner life generjdly. 

We want to separate the essential from the non- 
essential, to concentrate our faith upon the pure 
God-consciousness, the eternal world which to Christ 
was so much nearer and more real than the world of 
external objects, 

Christ meant us to be happy, happier than any 
other people. 

It is because he is so profoundly convinced of 
the mystical truth of Christianity, because he has 
so honestly tried and so richly experienced that 
truth as a philosophy of life, it is because of tins, 
and not out of a lack of sympathy with the sad 
and sorrowful, that he opposes himself to the 
obscurantism of the Anglo-Catholic and the 
emotional economics of the political reformer. 

" The Christian cure," he says, " is the only 
real cure.” The socialist is talking in terms of the 
old currency, the currency of the world’s quantitative 
standards ; but Christ introduced a new currency, 
which demonetises the old. Spiritual goods are 
unlimited in amount ; they are increased by being 
shared ; and we rob nobody by taking them. He 
believes with Creighton that " Socialism will only 
be possible when we are all perfect, and then it 
will not be needed." 

In the meantime, " Christianity increases the 
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and by the power of Christ in his soul addresses 
the Absolute as Abba. Father, 

No man is freer from bigotry or intolerance, 
though not many can hate falsity and lies more 
earnestly. The Church of England, he tells me, 
should be a national church, a church expressing 
the highest reach of English temperament, with 
room for ail shades of thought. He quotes 
Dolh'nger, " No church is so national, so deeply 
rooted in popular affection, so bound up with the 
institutions and manners of the country, or so 
powerful in its influences on national character.” 
But this was written in 1872. Dr. Inge says now, 
” The English Church represents, on the religious 
side, the convictions, tastes, and prejudices of the 
English gentleman, that truly national ideal of 
character. ... A love of order, seemliness, and 
good taste has led the Anglican Church along a 
middle path between what a seventeenth century 
divine called ‘ the meretricious gaudiness of the 
Church of Rome and the squalid slutterny of fanatic 
conventicles.’ ” 

Uniformity, he tells me, is not to be desired. 
One of our greatest mistakes was letting the 
Wesleyan Methodists go ; they should have been 
accommodated within the fold. Another fatal 
mistake was made by the Lambeth Conference, 
in its insistence on re-ordination. Imagine the 
Church of England, with two Scotch Archbishops 
at its head, thinking that the Presbyterians would 
consent to so humiliating a condition ! An inter- 
change of pulpits is desirable ; it might increase 
our intelligence, or at least it should widen our 
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sympathy. He holds a high opinion of the Quakers. 
*' Practical mystics : perhaps they are the best 
Christians, I mean the best of them." 

Modernism, he defines, at its simplest, as personal 
experience, in contradistinction from authority. 
The modernist is one whose knowledge of Christ 
is so personal and direct that it does not depend 
on miracle or any accident of His earthly life. 
Rome, he tliinks, is a falling power, but she may 
get back some of her strength in any great industrial 
calamity — a revolution, for example. Someone 
once asked him which he would choose, a Black 
tyranny, or a Red ? He repHed, " On the whole, 
I think a Black." The friend corrected him. 
" You are wrong. Men would soon emerge from 
the ruins of a Red tyranny, but Rome never lets 
go her power till it is tom from her." 

His contempt for the idea of reunion with Rome in 
her present condition is unmeasured. “ The notion 
almost reminds us of the cruel jest of Mezentius, 
who bound the living bodies of his enemies to 
corpses." It is the contempt both of a great 
scljolar and a great Englishman for ignorance and 
a somewhat ludicrous pretension. " The caput 
orbis has become provincial, and her authority is 
spumed even within her own borders." England 
could not kneel at this Italian footstool witliout 
ceasing to be England.* 

“ A profound reconstruction is demanded," he 


and for those w’ho have eyes to see has been 
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already for some time in progress. The new type 
of Christianity will be more Christian than the 
old, because it will be more moral. A number 
of unwortliy beliefs about God are being tacitly 
dropped, and they are so treated because they 
are unworthy of Him." 

He sees the future of Christianity as a deep moral 
and spiritual power in the hearts and minds of men 
who have at length learned the value of the new 
currency, and have exchanged profession for 
experience. 

But this Erasmus, far more learned than the 
other, and with a courage which far exceeds the 
other’s, and with an impatience of nature, an 
irritability of mind, which the other seldom knew, 
is nevertheless patient of change. He does not 
lead as decisively as he might. He does not strike 
as often as he should at the head of error. Perhaps 
he is still thinking. Perhaps he has not yet made 
up his mind whether " Art is a Crime or only an 
Absurdity,” whether Clergymen ought to be 
multiplied or exterminated, whether in general 
we are getting on, and if so where we are 
going to. 

I feel myself that his mind is made up, though 
he is still thinking and still seeking ; and 1 attribute 
his indecision as a leader, his want of weight in 
the affairs of mankind, to one fatal deficiency in 
Jiis mysticism. It is, I presume to suggest, a 
mysticism which is separated by no gulf from egoism 
— egoism of the highest order and the most spiritual 
character, but still egoism. In his quest of God 
he is not conscious of others. He thinks of mankind 
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The modem ritualist is hardly to be considered 
the lineal descendant of these great scholars. 
" Romanticism, which dotes on ruins, shrinks 
from real restoration ... a Latin Church in 
England which disowns the Pope is an absurdity." 

No, the future belongs to clear thinking and 
rigorous honesty of the intellect. 

Dr. Inge began life as the fag of Bishop Ryle 
at Eton — the one now occupjnng the Deanery of 
St. Paul's ; the other the Deanery of Westminster, 
both scholars and the friendship stUl remaining. 
He was a shy and timorous boy. No one anticipated 
the amazingly brilliant career which followed at 
Cambridge, and even then few suspected him of 
original genius until he became Lady Margaret 
Professor of Divinity in 1907. His attempts to 
be a schoolmaster %vere unsuccessful. He was 
not good at maintaining discipline, and deafness 
somewhat intensified a nervous irritability which 
at times puts an enormous strain on his patience. 
Nor did he make any notable impression as Vicar 
of All Saints’, Ennismore Gardens, a parochial 
experience which lasted two years. Slowly he 
made his way as author and lecturer, and it was 
not until he came to St. Paul’s that the world 
realised the greatness of his mind and the richness 
of his genius. 

As a correction to the popular delusion concern- 
ing his temperament and outlook, although, I must 
confess, there is something about him suggestive 
of a London Particular, I will quote in conclusion 
a few of the many witty epigrams which are 
scattered throughout his pages, showing that he 
Cw 



















„(cs=-\ou \vt\vc- c^c^^v; 

poof'' '1 loo >w £lW'',\S>''''"*„«o o«' 
SO«>"'”"Slc«* f' tipM " oot » '"' „ ot o" 

„oo S «"Vo i-'of ^'""T ,V o“<^«" 

Uoo.oVl.lolSSotf"'''"' _ , 




. vanes 

■X. tbcv^ o Acnon^'” ^-vinot^^ , . 

1-^.v ate V° ,„ be 


^^edcvon- ^v< 

Oo'S'SS^o “ ’ 




\tv r)cti^os. a%s ''* 

“ *"6 r^ioo «wo^'su«'A » 

^.s-beeafl" 

Tattst ,^Vvc\ve- . ,bat 


NVlttcit 


^"“’'TSf ''»f«ov« >V1,C »So« -=' “'“ 

f ""ff J.«e-''°\S»W''“ „wttoos » 

‘'"'“m'a PO’S to P®’ 'm tcioofoo ol 

0»0srl& tW »P'%i tie "O" " 


. chatvS^ 
bcca nace 






i6\o^^ 





DEAN INGE 


67 


It is quite as easy to hypnotise oneself into im- 
becility by repeating in soiemn tones, " Progress, 
Democracy, Corporate Unity," as by the blessed 
word Mesopotamia, or, like the Indians, by repeating 
the mystic word " Om ” five hundred times in 
succession. 

I have lived long enough to hear the Zeitgeist 
invoked to bless very different theories. 

... as if it were a kind of impiety not to float 
with the stream, a feat which any dead dog can 
accomplish. . . . 

An appendix is as superfluous at the end of the 
human caecum as at the end of a volume of light 
literature. 

The " traditions of the first six centuries " are the 
traditions of the rattle and the feeding bottle. 

In speaking to me last year of the crowded 
waiting-lists of the Public Schools, he said : “ It 
is no longer enough to put down the name of one’s 
son on the day he is bom, one must write well 
ahead of that : ' I am expecting to have a son 
next year, or the year after, and shall be obliged 

if ' The congestion is very great, in spite of 

the increasing fees and the supertax.” 

Much of his journalism, by the way, has the 
education of his children for its excuse and its 
consecration — children to whom the Dean of St. 
Paul’s reveals in their nursery a side of Ms char- 
acter wholly and beautifully different from the 
popular legend. 

There is no greater mind in the Church of England, 
no greater mind, I am disposed to think, in the 
English nation. His intellect has the range of 
an Acton, his forthrightness is the match of 
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Chapter III 


FATHER KNOX 

Our new curate j)reached, a pretty hopefull young man, 
yet somewhat raw, newly come from coltcge, full of Lalhte 
sentences, which in time will weare off . — John Evelyn. 

There is a story that when Father Knox was an 
undergraduate at Oxford he sat down one day to 
choose whether he would be an agnostic or a Roman 
Catholic. “ But is there not some doubt in the 
matter ? ” inquired a friend of mine, to whom I 
repeated the tale. " Did he really sit down and 
choose, or did he only toss up ? " 

The story, of couise, is untrue. It has its origin 
in the delightful \vit and brilliant playfulness of 
the young priest. Everybody loves him, and 
nobody takes him seriously. 

Few men of his intellectual stature have been 
received with so little trumpet-blowing into the 
Roman Catholic Church, and none at all, I think, 
has so imperceptibly retired from the Church of 
England. For all the interest it excited, the 
secession of this extremely brilliant person might 
have been the secession of a sacristan or a pew- 
opener. He did not so much " go over to Rome ” 
as sidle away from the Church of England. 
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a matron who held with no little force of character 
the views of the Anglo-Catholic party. These 
views stole gradually into the mind of the rather 
effeminate boy, and although they did not make 
him question the theology of his father for some 
years, he soon found himself thinking of the religious 
opinions of his uncles and aunts with a certain 
measure of superiority. 

“ I began to feel,” he told me, " that I was living 
in a rather provincial world — the world described 
by Wells and Arnold Bennett." 

This restlessness, this desire to escape into a 
greater and more beautiful world, pursued him to 
Oxford, and, for the moment, he found that greater 
and beautiful world in the life of Balliol. Bishop 
Ryle, a good judge, has spoken to me of the young 
man’s extraordinary facility at turning English 
poetry at sight into the most melodious Greek and 
Latin, and of the remarkable range of his scholar- 
ship. He himself has told us of his love of port 
and bananas, his joy in early morning celebrations 
in the chapel of Pusey House, his tea-parties, his 
delight in debates at the Union, of which he became 
President, and of his many friendships witli 
undergraduates of a witty and flippant turn of 
mind. Like many effeminate natures, he was 
glad of opportunities to prove himself a good 
fellow. In spite of no heel-taps when the port 
went round, he won the Hertford in 1907, the 
Ireland and Craven in 1908, and in 1910 took a 
first in Greats. 

He became a Fellow and Lecturer of Trinity 
College for two years, then its Chaplain for five 
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prayed for a sick friend with " both hands held 
above the level of my head for a quarter of an 
hour or more.” He was a Universalist “ recoiling 
from the idea of hell.” He believed in omens, 
though he did not always take them, and was 
thoroughly superstitious. “ The name of Rome 
has always, for me, stood out from any printed page 
merely because its initial is that of my own name.” 
" At the time of my ordination I took a private 
vow, which I always kept, never to preach without 
making some reference to Our Lady, by way of 
satisfaction for the neglect of other preachers.” 
He was a youth when he took the vow of celibacy. 
He had the desire, he tells us, to make himself 
thoroughly uncomfortable — as Byron would say, 
” to merit Heaven by making earth a Hell.” His 
superstitions were often ludicrous even to himself. 
On one occasion in boyhood, he was trying to get 
a fire to bum ; “ Let this be an omen,” he said. 
" If I can get this fire to bum, the Oxford Movement 
was justified.” 

A visit to Belgium hastened the inevitable 
decision of such a temperament ; 

. . . the extraordinary devotion of the people 
wherever we went, particularly at Bruges, struck 
home with a sense of immeasurable contrast to the 
churches of one's own country. . . . 

He did not apparently feel the moral contrast 
between Belgian and English character. 

. . . The tourist, I know, thinks of it as Bruges la 
Marie, but then the tourist does not get up for early 
Masses ; he would find life then ... he can at 
least go on Friday morning to the chapel of the Saint 
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architecture and the pomp and mystery of priestly 
ceremonial, felt in Bruges that the spirit of the 
Chapel of the Sacred Blood must be introduced 
into the Church of England to save our country 
from lapsing into heathenism.” What, I wonder, 
is his definition of that term, heathenism ? 

Bruges had a decisive effect, not only on his 
sesthetic impulses, but on his moral sense. His 
conduct as an Anglican priest was frankly that of 
a Roman propagandist. I do not know that any 
words more damning to the Romish spirit have 
ever been written than those in which this most 
charming and brilliant young man tells the story 
of his treachery to the Anglican Church. Of 
celebrating the Communion service he says : 

. , . my own principle was, whenever I spoke 
aloud, to use the language of the Prayer Book, when 
I spoke secreto, to use the words ordered by the Latin 
missal. 

He said of his propaganda work at this time ; 

The Roman Catholics . . . have to serenade the 
British public from the drive ; we Anglican Catholics 
have the entree to the drawing-room. 

His enthusiasm for the Roman service was such 
that in one place 

I had to travel for three quarters of an hour to find 
a church where my manner of celebrating, then 
perhaps more reminiscent of the missal than of the 
Prayer Book, was tolerated even in a Mass of 
Devotion. 

About this time I celebrated at a community chapel. 
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But I sliould like here to enter a protest against 
the assumption . . . that tiie obscurantist, having 
fenced himself in behind bis wall of prejudices, enjoys 
an uninterrupted and ignoble peace. 

The soldier who has betaken himself to a fortress 
is thereby in a more secure position than the soldier 
who elects to fight in the open plain. He has 
ramparts to defend him. But he has, on the other 
hand, ramparts to defend. . . . For him there is no 
retreat. 

The whole position stands or falls by the weakest 
parts in the defences ; give up one article of the 
Nicene Creed, and the whole situation is lost ; you 
go under, and the flag you loved is forfeit. 

And yet : 

I can feel every argument against the authenticity of 
the Gospels, because I know that if I approached them 
myself without faith I should as likely as not brush 
them aside impatiently as one of a whole set of fables. 

They would be fables to him unless he approached 
them with faith. And what is faith ? He tells 
us in the same preface : " Faith is to me, not an 
intellectual process, but a divine gift, a special 
privilege.” 

It is fair to say that he would now modify this 
definition, for he has told me that it is a heresy to 
exclude from faith the operations of the intellect. 
But the words were written when he was fighting 
the battle of the soul, written almost on the same 
page as that which bears these words : 

You have not done with doubt, because you have 
thrown yourself into the fortress ; you are left to keep 
doubt continually at bay, with the cheerful assurance 
that if you fail, the whole of your religious life has been 
a ghastly mistake ... 
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for this reason, they have, 1 tliinh, a notable 
significance. 

Is it not probable that Father Knox has thrown 
himself into a fortress, not out of any burning 
desire to defend it, but solely to escape from the 
enemy of his own soul? Is it not probable that 
he was driven from the field by Fear rather than 
summoned to the battlements by Love? 

I find this inference justified in numerous %vays, 
and I do not tliink on the whole that Father Knox 
himself would deny it. But chiefly I find it justified 
by the form and substance of his utterances since 
he became a Roman Catholic — fighting and most 
challen^ng utterances which for me at any rate 
are belied, and tragically belied, by a look in his 
eyes which is unmistakably, I am forced to think, 
the look of one who is still wrestling with doubt, 
one, I would venture to hazard, who may even 
occasionally be haunted by the dreadful fear that 
liis fortress is his prison. 

On the day that Newnnan entered that fortress 
the trimnphant cry of St. Augustine rang in his 
ears, Secums jndicat orbis tcrrartim ; but later came 
the moan Quis mihi tribmt, and later still the stolen 
journey to Littlemore and that paroxysm of tears 
as he leaned over the lych-gate looking at the 
church. 

Not long ago I went one Sunday evening to 
Westminster Cathedral. It was winter, and the 
streets of tall and sullen houses in that gloomy 
neighbourhood were darkening with fog. This 
fog crept slowly into the cathedral. The surpliced 
boy who presented an alms-dish just within the 
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doors was stamping his feet and snuffling with cold. 
Tlie leaves of tracts and pamphlets on the table 
blew up and chattered in the wind every time the 
door was tlirust open. 

The huge building was only half filled, perhaps 
hardly that. Through the fog it was not easy to 
see the glittering altar, and when three priests 
appeared before it their vestments so melted into 
the cloth that they were visible only when they 
bowed to the monstrance. The altar bell rang 
snappishly through this cold fog hke the dinner 
beU of a boarding house, and in that yellow mist, 
which deepened with every minute, the white 
flames of the candles lost nearly all their starlike 
brightness. There seemed to be depression and 
resentment in the deep voices of the choir rumbling 
and rolling behind the screen ; there seemed to be 
haste, a desire to get it over, in the nasal voice of 
the priest praying almost squeakily at the altar. 

People were continually entering the cathedral, 
many of them having the appearance of foreigners, 
many of them young men who looked like waiters : 
one was struck by their reverence, and also by their 
look of intellectual apathy. 

Father Knox appeared in the pulpit, which is 
stationed far down the nave, having come from his 
work of teacliing at Ware to preach to the faithful 
at Westminster. He looked very young, and 
rather apprehensive, a slight boyish figure, sway- 
ing uneasily, the large luminous eyes, of an extra- 
ordinary intensity, almost glazed with light, the 
full lips, so obviously meant for laughter, parted 
with a nervous uncertainty, a wave of tliick brown 
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I have thought of doing that? Would any 
theologian have invented such an idea ? But 
that is what Christ did. 

And ever since, St. Peter and his successors have 
held the keys of Heaven and Hell, with power to 
loose and bind. Wliat ? you exclaim, were 
the Keys of Heaven and Hell entrusted to even 
those Popes who lived sinful lives and brought 
disgrace on the name of religion ? Yes. To them 
and to no others in their day. Whatever their 
lives may have been at other moments, when they 
were loosing and binding they were acting for St. 
Peter, who stood behind them, and behind St. Peter 
stood Jesus Christ, 

Such in brief was the sermon delivered that 
Sunday evening to the faithful in Westminster 
Cathedral by one of the wittiest men now living 
and one of the cleverest young men who ever came 
down from Oxford with the assurance of a great 
career before them. 

How is it that he has come to such a pass ? 

I feel that he is in part whistling to keep up his 
com-age, but in chief forcing himself to utter an 
extreme of traditional belief in order to destroy 
the last vestige in his mind of a free intellectual 
existence. Auto-suggestion has a power of which 
we only begin to know the first movements. 

The man who has said that he would not choose 
as the battleground of the Christian religion either 
" the credibility of Judges or the edibility of Jonah,” 
the man who is blest with an unusual sense of 
humour and intellectual subtlety of a rare order, 
is here found preaching a theology wliich is fast 
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explains but vindicates the rejection of Christ by 
tlie Jews ? They had their tradition, a tradition of 
immemorial sanctity, perhaps the noblest tradition 
of any people in the world. 

Does he not also see that it destroys the raison 
d’etre of the Christian missionary, and would reduce 
the whole world to a state of what Nietzsche called 
Chinaism and profound mediocrity ? 

Every religion in history, from the worship of 
Osiris, Serapis, and Mithras to the loathsome rites 
practised in the darkness of African forests, has 
been handed down as unquestionable truth com- 
manding the loyalty of its disciples. What logic, 
what magic of holiness, could destroy a false religion 
if tradition is sacrosanct and all innovation of the 
devil ? 

The intellectual duty of a Christian, Father Knox 
lays it down, is " to resist the natural tendencies 
of his reason, and believe what he is told, just as 
he is expected to do what he is told, not what comes 
natural to him.” 

Such a proposition provokes a smile, but in the 
case of this man it provokes a feeling of grief. I 
cannot bring myself to believe that he has yet 
found rest for his soul, or that he can so easily 
strangle the free existence of his mind. His present 
position fills me with pity, his future with 
apprehension. 

He is one of the modestest of men, almost shrinking 
in his diffidence and nervous self-distrust, an under- 
graduate who is mildly excited about an ingenious 
line of reasoning, a wit who loves to play tricks 
with the subtlety of a curiously agile brain, a casuist 
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Such a book from his pen would lack, I think, the 
fine sweetness of Newman’s great work, but it might 
excel all other books of religious autobiography in 
charming wit and endearing good humour. The 
Church of Rome has caught in him neither a Newman 
nor a Manning. It has caught either a Sydney 
Smith or a Tartar. 

He has too much humour to be a bigot, and too 
much humanity to be satisfied with a cell. For the 
moment he seems to embrace Original Sin, to fling 
his arms round the idea of an offended God, and to 
shout at the top of his voice that there is no violence 
to his reason and to his common sense which he 
cannot contemplate and most gladly accomplish, 
in the name of Tradition ; but the pulses cool, the 
while heat of enthusiasm evaporates, fears take 
wing as we grow older, and whispers from the outer 
world of advancing and conquering men find their 
way into the oldest blockhouse ever built against 
the movements of thought. 

" Science,” says Dr. Inge, ” has been the slowly 
advancing Nemesis which has overtaken a barbarised 
and paganised Christianity. She has come with a 
winnowing fan in her hand, and she will not stop 
till she has thoroughly purged her floor.” 

1 am sure Ronald Knox was never meant to shut 
his eyes and stop his ears against this movement of 
truth, and I am almost sure that he will presently 
find it impossible not to look, and not to listen. 

And then . . . what then ? 
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Therefore with Angels, and Archangels, and all 
the Company of Heaven . . . 

Tlie Principal of Manchester College is Dr. L. P. 
Jacks, the Editor of The Hihbert Journal, the 
biographer of Stopford Brooke and Charles Hargrove, 
author of Mad Shepherds, Legends of Smokeover, and 
other books which have won the affection of many 
readers and the praise of no few scholars. He is a 
man of letters, a man of nature, and a mystic. 

His face bears a strange resemblance to the 
unforgettable face of that great Unitarian, James 
Martineau, whom Blorley calls “ the most brilliant 
English apologist of our day ” ; it lacks the 
marvellous sweetness of Martineau’s expression, 
but has a greater strength ; it does not bear witness 
to so sure a triumph of serenity, but shows the 
marks of a fiercer battle, and the scars of deeper 
wounds. It is the masculine of the other’s feminine. 

Like Martineau’s the head with its crown of white 
hair is nobly sculptured, and like Martineau’s the 
ivory coloured face is ploughed up and furrowed 
by mental strife ; but whereas Martineau’s is 
eminently the indoors face of a student, this is the 
face of a man who has lived out of doors, a moun- 
taineer and a seafarer. Under the dense bone of 
the forehead which overhangs them like the eave 
of a roof, the pale blue eyes look out at you with a 
deep inner radiance of the spirit, but from the midst 
of a face which has been stricken and has winced. 

Something of the resolution, the deliberateness, 
the stern power, and the enduring strength of his 
spirit shows itself, I think, in the short thickset 
body, with its heavy shoulders, its deep chest, its 
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only the one affirmation of their common faith, 
with its inevitable ergo ; God is Love, and therefore 
to be worshipped. 

Robert Hall said to a Unitarian minister who 
always baptised “ in the Name of the Father and 
of the Son and of the Holy Ghost,” attaching a 
very sacred meaning to the words, “ Why, sir, as 
I understand you, you must consider that you 
baptise in the name of an abstraction, a man, and 
a metaphor.” More simple was the interpretation 
of a Japanese who, after listening with a corrugated 
brow to the painful exposition of a recent Duke of 
Argyll concerning the Trinity in Unity, and the 
Unity in Trinity, suddenly exclaimed with radiant 
face, " Ah, yes, I see, a Committee.” 

Dr. Jacks leaves these perplexities alone. For 
him, God is the Universal Spirit, the Absolute Reality 
immanent in all phenomena, the Love which reason 
finds in Goodness and intuition discovers in Beauty, 
the Father of men, the End and the very Spirit of 
Evolution. And Jesus, so far as human thought 
can reach into the infinite, is the I^Iessenger of God, 
the Revealer both of God's Personality and man's 
immortality, the great Teacher of liberty. What 
else He may be we do not know, but may discover 
in other phases of our ascent. Enough for the 
moment of duration which we call human life to 
know that He unlocks the door of oirr prison-house, 
reveals to us the character of our Father whicli 
is in Heaven, and the nature of the universe in 
which we move and have our being. 

If this should appear vague to the dogmatist who 
finds it impossible either to love God or to do the 
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^vill of Christ wnthout going into the arithmetic of 
Athanasius, and reciting an unintelligible creed, and 
celebrating in Christian forms the rites of those 
mystery religions which competed with each other 
for the superstition of the Gr^co-Roman world in 
the third century, he will find no vagueness at all in 
Dr. Jacks’s interpretation of the teaching of Jesus. 
He may perhaps find in that interpretation a 
simplicity, a clarity, and a directness which are not 
wholly convenient to his idea of a God Who 
repents, is angry, and can be mollified. 

WTiether Jesus %vas bom of a Virgin or not, 
whether He raised dead bodies to life or not, whether 
He Himself rose from the grave with His physical 
body or not, certain is it, and beyond all dispute 
of every conceivable kind, that He taught men a 
way of life, that He brought them a message, 
that He Himself regarded His message as good news. 

How carelessly men may think in tliis matter is 
shown to us rather strikingly in a page of Sww 
Loose Stones, a book to which reference has already 
been made. After writing about dogma, and 
endeavouring to show that the traditionalist is on 
firmer ground than the modernist, because he can 
say, *' Here is the Truth," while the modernist can 
only say, " We will tell you what the trtith is when 
W'e have found it," suddenly, with scarcely a draw 
of his breath. Father IGrox exclaims : 

The real trouble is that they (the modernists) have 
got hold of the wTong end of the stick, that they have 
radically misconceived the whole nature of the 
Christian mess.-ige, which is, to be one for all minds, 
for all places, for all times. 
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Note that word message. What confusion of 
thought ! 

The message of Christ is one thing ; paganised 
dogma concerning Christ is another. The message 
of Christ does indeed remain for all minds, for ^1 
places, for all times, inexhaustible in its meaning, 
unalterable in its nature ; the dogmas of theology, 
on the other hand, demand Councils of the Church 
for their definition, and an infallible Pope for their 
interpretation. They change, have changed even in 
the unchangeable Catholic Church, and will change 
with every advance of the positive sciences and with 
every ascent of philosophy towards reality ; but the 
message stands, plain to the understanding of a child, 
yet still rejected by the world. Christianity, as Dr. 
Jacks says, has been more studied than practised. 

How far quarrelling theologians and uncharitable 
Churches are responsible for that rejection, let the 
conscience of the traditionalist (if he happen to 
know history) decide. 

As for the message, here is a reading of it by a 
Unitarian^ — a reading, I venture to say, for all minds, 
for all places, for all times — a reading which stands 
clear of controversial theology, and which, in spite 
of its profundity, is a message for the simple as well 
as for the learned. 

Christianity is man’s passport from illusion into 
reality. It reveals to him that he is not in the 
world to set the world right, but to see it right. 
He is not a criminal and earth is not a, Borstal 
Institution. Nature is the handiwork of a Father. 
Look deeply into that handiwork and it reveals a 
threefold tendency — the tendency towards goodness. 
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the tendency towards beauty, the tendency towards 
truth. Ally yourself with these tendencies, make 
yourself a grooving and developing intelligence, and 
you inhabit spiritual reality. 

Study the manner of Jesus, His attitude to the 
simplest and most domestic matters, the love He 
manifested, and the objects for which He manifested 
tliat love. These things have *’ a deeper significance 
than our pensive theologies have dared to find in 
them. . . . They belong not to the fringe of 
Christianity but to its essence." Christ loved the 
world. 

His religion, which has come to stand for repres- 
sion founded on an almost angry distrust of human 
nature, is in fact “ the most encouraging, the most 
joyous, the least repressive, and the least forbidding 
of all the religions of the world." It does not fear 
the world, it masters it. It does not seek to escape 
from life, it develops a truer and more abundant 
life. It places itself at the head of evolution. 

There are points on its path where it enters the 
shadows and even descends into hell, for it is a 
religion of redemption, the religion of the shepherd 
seeking the lost sheep, but " the end of it all is a 
resurrection and not a burial, a festival and not a 
funeral, an ascent into the heights and not a 
lingering in the depths." 

Nowhere else is the genius of the Christian Religion 
so poignantly revealed than in the Parable of the 
Prodigal Son, which begins in the minor key and 
gradually rises to the nrajor, until it culminates in a 
great meny-making,_to the surprise of the Elder Son, 
who thinks the majesty of the moral law will be 
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compromised by the music and dancing, and has to 
be reminded that these joyous sounds are the key- 
notes of the spiritual world. 

Dr. Jacks well says that we should be nearer the 
truth if, instead of thinking how we can adapt this 
religion to the minds of the young, we regarded it 
as “ originally a religion of the young which has lost 
some of its savour by being adapted to the minds 
of the old.” 

Then he reminds us that it was " in the form of a 
person that the radiance of Christianity made its 
first appearance and its first impression on the 
world.” A Light came into the world. 

The Jesus of history drew men to Him by an 
inward beauty. His serenity gave the sick and the 
suffering an almost riotous confidence that He could 
heal them. His radiance attracted children to His 
side. He was fond of choosing a child for the sub- 
limest of teachings. He made it clear that entrance 
into the Kingdom of Heaven is easiest to those 
who are least deluded or enchained by appear- 
ances, and hardest to those whose hearts lie in their 
possessions. The Kingdom of Heaven signifies 
freedom. 

He was the great teacher of the poverty of riches, 
and the wealth of nothingness. He knew as no 
other had ever known, and saw as no other had 
ever seen, the symbolism of nature. Always His 
vision pierced behind the appearance to the thing 
in itself. He loved " the reality that abides beyond 
the shadows.” He directed our spiritual vision to 
this reality, telling us that the soul makes a natural 
response ” to a world built on the same heavenly 
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pattern witb itself and aglow with the same immortal 
fire.” He taught that )oy is a thing of the spirit. 
He made it plain tliat los.s, disillusion, and defeat 
are the penalty of affections set on the outside' of 
things. The materialist is in prison. 

He did not condemn the earth ; He taught that 
its true loveliness is to be discerned only by the 
spiritual eye. For Him the earth was a symbol, 
and the whole realm of nature a parable. 

I cannot but think that we arc never further from 
the genius of the Christian religion than when we treat 
this luminous atmosphere as though it were a foreign 
envelope, of little account so long as the substance 
it enshrine-s is retained int.ict. Without it, the 
substance, no matter how simple or how complc^x. 
becomes a dry formula, dead as Uic moon. 

Losing the radiance we lose at the same time the 
central light from which the radiance springs, and 
our religion, instead ol transforming tlie corruptible 
world into its incomiptible equivalents, reverts to 
the type it was intended to supersede and becomes a 
* mere safeguard to the moral law. 

Nothing can allay our present discords and the 
long confusions of tlie world, short of " those radiant- 
conceptions of God, of man, of the tiniverse, which 
are the life and essence of Christianity." 

” Liberty,” says Edouard Le Roy, " is rare ; 
many live and die and have never knoum it.” And 
Bergson says, ” We are free when our acts proceed 
from our entire personality, when they express E. 
when they exhibit that indefinable resemblance to 
it which we find occasionally between the artist 
and his work.” 
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This, I tliink, is what Dr. Jacks means when he 
speaks of Christianity bestowing liberty — a new 
mastery over fate and circumstance. It calls forth 
not only the affection of a man, and not only the 
intelligence of a man, but the whole of his intuitions 
as well. The entire personality, the entire field of 
consciousness, the entire mystery of the ego, is 
bidden to throw itself upon the universe with 
confidence, %vith gratitude, with love unspeakable, 
recognising there the act of a Fatherhood of which, 
in its highest moments, the soul is conscious in 
itself. 

Thus is man made free of illusion. No longer 
can the outside of things deceive him, or the defeats 
of the higher by the lower deject, much less over- 
whelm him. He sees the reality behind the appear- 
ance. He dwells with powers which are invisible 
and eternal — with justice, with virtue, with beauty, 
with truth, with love, Avith excellence. More to 
him than any house built with hands, more, much 
more even than the habitation of his own soul, is 
the invisible life of that soul, its delight in beauty, 
its immediate response to truth and goodness, its 
longing for the flight of the One to the One, its 
almost atliletic sense of spiritual fitness. 

Dr. Jacks \rill have no element of fear in this 
religion. He finds no room in the universe for an 
offended God. Belief in God can mean nothing else 
but love of God. All our troubles have come upon us 
from the failure of the Church to five in the radiant 
atmosphere of this belief, to make belief a life, a 
life that needs no dogmas and expresses itself by 
love. 
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characteristic of the Christian religion and placed 
themselves at its very growing point ? 

Education is Light, and Light is from God. 

Dr. Jacks believes that a movement has begun 
which, "if it develops according to promise, will 
grow into the most impassioned enterprise so far 
undertaken by man." 

The struggle for light, %vith its wide fellowships and 
high enthusiasms, will displace the struggle for power, 
with its mean passions, its monstrous illusions, and 
its contemptible ideals. 

The struggle for power will end, not, as some predict, 
in univers^ revolution, which would merely set it 
going again in another form, but by being submerged, 
lost sight of, snowed under, by the greater interests 
that centre round the struggle for light. 

I say these things will happen. But they will not 
happen unless men are sufiiciently resolved that they 
shaU. 

Let the reader remember that those who now 
flock to the schoolmaster are less likely than men 
of the previous generation to fall into the pit of 
materialism. They begin at a point which the 
previous generation did not believe to exist — a 
visible world reduced by positive science to the 
invisible world of philosophy. They confront not 
a quantitative universe, but a qualitative. They 
almost begin at the very spirit of man ; they cannot 
advance far before they find themselves groping 
in the unseen, and using, not the senses given to 
us by action, but the eyes and ears of the under- 
standing, by which alone the soul of man can 
apprehend reality. Even the Germans have gone 
back to Goethe. 

Dw 
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This, then, is the contribution which Dr. Jachs 
malces to modem thought. We are to consider 
man as a creature of boundless potentiality, to 
realise that his first need b for light, and to define 
that mystic aO-important word in terms of educa- 
tion. Christianity v/as not concerned nith the 
moral law ; it was concerned with the transcending 
of all law by the spirit of understanding. 

I need not guard myself against the supposition 
that so true a scholar is satisfied with the S5'stein 
of education which exists at the present time. Dt- 
Jacks looks for a reform of this system, but not 
from the present race of politicians. 

*' How can we hope to get a true s5'stem of 
education from politics ? ” he asked me. " Is there 
any atmosphere more degrading ? Plato has warned 
us that no man is fit to govern until he has ceased 
to desire power. But these men think of nothing 
else. To be in power ; that is the game of politics. 
Wdiat can you expect from such people ? ” 

He said to me, " Men outside politics are begin- 
ning to see what education involves. It involves 
the whole man, body, mind, spirit. I do not 
think you can frame an intelligent definition of 
education without coming up against religion. In 
its simplest expression, education is a desire to 
escape from darkness into light. It is fear of 
ignorance, and faith in knowledge. At the present 
time, most people ha%'e escaped from darkness 
into twilight ; a twilight which is neither one thing 
nor the other. But they will never rest there. 
The quest of the human spirit is Goethe’s dying 
cry, light-more Light. And it is from these men 
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that I look to get a nobler system of education. 
They will compel the politicians to act, perhaps 
get rid of the present race of politicians altogether. 
And when these humble disciples of knowledge, 
who are now making heroic efforts to escape from 
the darkness of ignorance, frame their definition 
of education, I am sure it wiU include religion. 
The Spirit of Man needs only to be liberated to 
recognise the Spirit of God.” 

Most people, I think, will agree with Dr, Jacks 
in these opinions ; they are intelligent and promise 
a reasonable way out of our present chaos. For 
many they will shed a new light on their old ideas 
of both religion and education. But some will 
ask : What is the Unitarian Chmch doing to make 
these intelligent opinions prevail ? 

Dr. Jacks confesses to me that there is no zeal 
of propaganda in the Unitarian communion. It 
is a society of people which does not thrust itself 
upon the notice of men, does not compete for 
converts with other churches in the market-place. 
It is rather a little temple of peace round the comer, 
to which people, who are aweary of the din in the 
theological market-place, may make their way if 
they choose. It is such a Church as Warburton, 
to the great joy of Edward FitzGerald, likened to 
Noah's family in the Ark : 

The Church, like the Ark of Noah, is worth saving ; 
not for the sake of the unclean beasts that almost 
filled it and probably made most noise and clamour 
in it, but for the little comer of rationality that was 
as much distressed by the stink within as by the 
tempest without. 
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being than he seems, so the world in its innermost 
nature is a far nobler fabric than it seems ” To 
discover this man must live in his spirit. 

"God," said Jesus, "is Spirit,” and it is a 
definition of God which goes behind and beneath all 
the other names that are applied to Him, . . . 

The spirit is love ; it is peace ; it is joy ; and 
perhaps joy most of all. It is a joyous energy, having 
a centre in the soul of man. 

It is not a foreign principle which has to be in- 
troduced into a man from without ; it belongs to the 
substance and structure of his nature : it needs only 
to be liberated there ; and when once that is done it 
takes possession of all the forces of his being, repressing 
nothing, but transfiguring^ everything, till all his 
motives and desires are akindle and aglow with the 
fires and energy of that central flame, rvith its love, 
its peace, its joy. 

A man who sees so deeply into the truth of things, 
and lives so habitually at the centre of existence, 
is not likely to display the characteristics of the 
propagandist. But the work of Dr, Jacks at 
Manchester College may yet give not only this 
country but the world — for his students come from 
many nations — a little band of radiant missionaries 
whose message will repel none and attract many 
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BISHOP HENSLEY HENSON 

He early attained a high development, but he has not 
increased it since ; years have come, but they have vskispered 
little ; as xras said of the second Pitt, " He never grew, he 
was cast ." — Walter Bagehot. 

Rumour has it that Dr. Henson is beginning to 
draw in liis horns. Every curate who finds himsell 
unable to believe in the Virgin Birth, so it is said, 
feels himself entitled to a living in the diocese of 
Durham. They flee from the intolerant zealotry 
of the sacerdotal south to tlie genial modernism 
of the lalitudinarian north. 

But the trouble is. so nimour has it, these intelli- 
gent curates prove themselves but indifferent parish 
priests. Dr, Henson has to complain. The %vork of 
the Church must be tarried on. Evangelicalism 
secm.s a better driving force than theology. Dr. 
Henson has to think whether perhaps . . . 

One need not stop to ask if tliis version is strictly 
true. The fact seems to emerge lliat the Bishop 
of Durham, one of the ablest intellects in the Church 
of England, and hitherto one of the strongest 
pillars of modernism, is beginning to speak 
theologically with rather less decision. 
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Let us at least express the pious hope tliat the 
Dean of Durham, Dr. Welldon, has had nothing 
to do with it. 

A greater man than Dr. Henson, a greater scholar 
and a profounder thinker, has spoken to me of this 
new movement in the Bishop's mind with a deep 
impersonal regret. Modernism will go on ; but 
what will happen to Dr. Henson ? "A man may 
change his mind once," he said ; " but to change 
it twice ” 

The words of Guicciardini came into my mind, 
" The most fatal of all neutralities is that which 
results not from choice, but from irresolution." 

There is much to be learned, I tlunk, from a 
study of Dr. Henson's personality. He stands 
for the moment at a parting of the ways, and it 
will be interesting to see which road he intends to 
take ; but the major interest lies in his abiding 
psychology, and no change in theological opinions 
will affect that psychology at all. Attach to him 
the label of " modernist " or the label of " tradi- 
tionalist." and it will still be the same little eager 
man thrusting his way forward on either road with 
downward head and peering eyes, arguing with 
anyone who gets in his way, and loving his argument 
far more than his way. 

When he was at Oxford, and was often in con- 
troversial conflict with Dr. A. C. Headlam, now 
Regius Professor of Divinity, Dr. Hensley Henson 
earned the nickname of Coxley Coclcsure. Never 
was any man more certain he was right ; never 
was any man more inclined to ridicule the bare 
idea that bis opponent could be anything but 
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and the orderly sequence of his logic. All this 
composes a picture which one does not easilj’ forget. 
It is like the harangue of a snake, which is more 
subtle than any beast of the field. One is conscious 
of a spell. 

The dark tapestried room, the carved ceiling, 
the heavy furniture, the embrasured windows, 
the whole sombre magnificence of the historic 
setting, quiet, almost somnolent, with the enduring 
memories of Cuthbert Tunstall and Butler, Light- 
foot and Westcott, add a most telling vivacity to 
the slim and dominating figure of this boylike 
bishop, who is so athletic in the use of his intellect 
and so happy in every thesis he sets himself to 
establish. 

It is an equally memorable sight to see him in 
his castle at Bishop Auckland in the role of host, 
entertaining people of intelligence with the history 
of the place, showing the pictures and the chapel, 
exhibiting curious relics of the past — a restless 
and energetic figure, holding its own in effective- 
ness against men of greater stature and more 
commanding presence by an inward force which 
has something of the tang of a twitching bowstring. 

So much energy would suggest a source of almost 
inexhaustible power. But that is perhaps the 
greatest disappointment of all in the Bishop’s 
psychology. In the case of Dr. Inge one is very 
conscious of a rich and deep backgroimd, a back- 
ground of mysticism, from which the intellect 
emerges with slow emphasis to play its part on the 
world's stage. In the case of Bishop Ryle one is 
conscious behind the pleasant, courtierlike, and 



, Ea*gro»a ot 

tioniota^'^^ ^^^echanism. ^.Q^e', 

its petffiction vvrong. , tnakes vip°^ 

’ 0»e ®»S .‘^JTmpresswa ■»>“*';' “as -, but it 

speak “"'V'etops * °' “b'ad ever regarded 

ooeselt and P“' J ss il be tod ^ ^pg,„„ 

a Vis to be “pasted, tot » 

Tbf " tXa Vitito to be maintamed, 

ptacticeto^ee’"^^^ ^ng\o-Catl:ioUc 

VtCS£b; 

irof‘%:a“to‘“Sb-S2it« 

of religion is concerned 

tive emotions , -Bisliop is .g -y^ the least 

a tnb®ent tto ^ ^at to » “ , 


rS Stop » ” V-rVe ietot 

^ ...anent that that conduct. 

s^th ah ®5^nttothelugh impo^^^^^ v/ell- 
Aesiee indil^*^ a-wpce excursions, x-upf the social 
Bat Sat “ff S a«, Ptode!® «*“eto seal ol 

U^tentioned to tl J ftto *0 

energy of the g ^ ! taken, as it ^ore. 

an apostle ou 'Bishop has -oulplt of 

r-sSs'E 

THois is ■wnar « 



,«nrldngs 


107 


bishop 

, , .«. T- "•*'! ‘S S*"’ 

s»;Bj5“£s;== 

•.*5 ■-■;"”•*• »fi“« "J 

r-r£5.-“.;SSisi,*i” 

S£^s,r.s;':.B£ 

j -his feetoS^ _c to bestow- tiectuaUy 

u the iorces oi lot Qne things, 

people to to ^^’wtogato'in'-- 

Srsatisfact'O” ^ ^ BistoP. “ ^tion 

B'-t: '= W 

established by ^ ^ot ior oa 

‘™»15 >» *' '“irl" r»»4“ °‘ 

WJ'Se sama. vano® 

tol toe , Q^tjbon^ 
cyaicisce ot 



SMWtED ^VWDO^VS. 

- -Oy 


.Mm- 

:;'rtt' ssr-*- 

““^^“iBrly” ''» P'‘'"'““* te“moie sincerely con 

^ onir- 

vinced ol , as 1 t'””^' and bas \f 

be bnngs to ° ,,e^tuaUsed its etn ’ v;hat 

and so be has those v^’ho P j j-^eited 

t rsi^ssc;^. - : 

in his inte\ has intebectua-bsed 
nivsvicism. ,. that be bas prodigal 

CbutcbtnanbasPisp^^^^^^y and be 

in conironting Moreover. public 

“ateriafetic efle«Wcness “y to these 

*.^«n an aente indg^e”^ 

speaker, be ^aan lost P perhaps 

Stacks. vvbKbb^^°°^^^,td oi convince 

tnvnds in mueb as any nt'in np ^^^^ariat that 

he bas done disUinsione P gconomic 

an embittered and 

it must accept tbe ^ . tbe more praise; 

iaw. this matter is all speak 

His conrage to be con^nc^ ^ 

Nvortby becai^ b ^^^g,on oi C 

in general terms, tnar 



BISHOP HENSLEY HENSON 109 

rejected by the democracy. It needs, therefore, 
great strength of mind to face a body of men who 
have lost all interest in his religion, and to address 
them not only as economist and historian but as 
one who still believes that Christianity bestows a 
power which sets at defiance all the worst that 
circumstance and condition can do to the soul of 
man. 

In these addresses he puts aside the materialistic 
dreams of the social reformer as impractical and 
dangerous. ' 

Ideal reconstructions of society, pictures of " The 
Kingdom of God upon earth,” to use a popular but 
perilous phrase, are not greatly serviceable to human 
progress. They may even turn men aside from the 
road of actual progress, for the indulgence of philan- 
thropic imagination neither strengthens the will in 
self-sacrifice, nor illumines the practical judgment. 

His argument then leads him to question the 
justification of the social reformer’s oratory. 
" Let us be on our guard,” he says, “ against 
exaggeration.” 

I am sure that great harm is being done at the 
present time by the reckless denunciation of the 
existing social order, often by men who have no 
special knowledge either of the history of society, or 
of the present situation. Hypnotised by their own 
enthusiasm, they allow themselves to use language 
which is not only altogether excessive, but also highly 
inflammatory. I am bound honestly to say that I 
think some of the clergy are great offenders in this 
respect. Having created or stimulated popular 
discontent by such rhetorical exaggeration, they 
point to the discontent as itself sufficient proof of the 



lio 


-0.-5T-FD 

o They 

.01 soeW oyP<->»“- 

^atoflaeV- ..*o *e ca»S °® 


caruesthesy-^to^eca».<>* 

., .....t inlhe 


.aho^eeshe- ^ 

.enemies. ^ w thought m so 

"hTSi£°^‘ 

,3,l:«hOia 

to heheve t ^“"6 

„ rhotgea t^^® ^vpr Is eocoutage ^ justloe 

He vjorker « f fast 

^^th^P^„^a.a3te 

Bishop, ••»* i'?“ahsseeohd=^7^ Is »»ea 

, Asotneio^ 

idea^sio' — ntid so _„, 




BISHOP HENSLEY HENSON ill 

they are capable of remedy, and tlien cautiously — for 
the daily bread of these many millions of British 
folk depends on the normal working of our industrial 
system — to attempt reforms. Reckless denunciation 
is not only wrong in itself, but it creates a listless, 
disaffected temper, the farthest removed possible 
from the spirit of good citizenship and honest 
labour. 

In these quotations you may see something of 
the Bishop’s acuteness of intellect, something of 
his courage, and something of his wholesome 
good sense. But, also, 1 venture to think, one 
may see in them sometliing of his spiritual 
limitations. 

For, after all, is not the Christian challenged 
with an identical criticism by the champions of 
materialism ? 

^Vhy can't he leave people alone ? Wlio asks 
him to interfere with the lives of other people — 
other people who are perfectly contented to go 
their own way ? Look at the rascal I Having 
created or stimulated spiritual discontent by 
rhetorical exaggeration, he points to the discontent 
as itself sufficient proof of the dissatisfaction of 
materialism 1 Out upon him, for a paid agitator, 
a Idll'joy, and a humbug. Let him hold his peace, 
or, with Nietzsche, consign these masses of the 
people " to the Devil and the Statistician." 

Might it not be argued that the Bishop’s attitude 
towards the social reformer bears at least a slight 
family resemblance to the altitude of the Pharisees 
towards Christ, and of the Roman Power to the 
earliest Christian communities? May it not be 
said, too, that nothing is so disagreeable to a 
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^Somc such spirit as this, I think, is to be found 
in the writings of Mr. R. II. Tawaicy, who, however 
in^ch he may err and go astra}^ in Jiis economics, 
chcrislics at least a more seemly vision of the 
humrn family than that which now passes for 
aH'ilisxtion. Is it not possible that the day may 
come Vhen a gigantic income will seem " ungentle- 
manly *' ? Is it not a just claim, a Christian claim, 
that the social organisation should be based upon 
" moral 'principles ” ? 

Chrisluns arc a sect, and a small sect, in a Pagan 
Society, But they can be a sincere sect. If they are 
sincere, th«y w'if not abuse the Pagans ... for a 
good Pagar. is an admirable person. But he is not 
a Chri.stian, for his ijopcs and fears, his preferences 
and dislikes, nis standards of success and failure, are 
different from those of Christians. The Churcli will 
not pretend that he is, or endeavour to make its 
own Faith acceptable to him by diluting the distinctive 
ethical attributes of Christianity till they become 
inoffensi\'e, at the cost of becoming trivial. 

... so tepid and self-regarding a creed is not a 
religion. Christianity cannot allow its sphere to be 
determined by the convenience of politicians or by the 
conventional ethics of the world of business. The 
whole world of human interests was assigned to it 
as its province {The Acquisitive Society). 

It must not be supposed that the Bishop has no 
answer to this criticism of his attitude. He would 
say, " Produce your socialistic scheme, and I will 
examine it, and if it will work and if it is just I will 
support it ; but until you have found this scheme, 
what moral right do you possess which entitles 
you to unsettle men's minds, to fill their hearts 
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Bkhop dazzles, but he docs not illumine tlic dark- 
ness or throw a white beam ahead of heavy-laden 
and far-joumeying humanity on the road which 
leads, let us hope, to a better order of things than 
the present system. 

Y^iciher such a man calls himself traditionalist 
or modernist docs not greatly matter. One respects 
him for his moral qualities, his courage, and his 
devotion to his work ; one honours him for his 
intellectual qualities, which are of a high and 
brilliant order ; but one does not feci that he is 
leading the advance, or even that he knows in which 
direction the anny is definitely advancing. 
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Nor need one fear to go direct to the lady herself, 
for she is the very soul of candour. Moreover, she 
has that charming spirit of friendliness and com- 
munication which distinguished La Bruyfire, a 
philosopher “ always accessible, even in his deepest 
studies, who tells you to come in, for you bring 
him something more precious than gold or silver, 
if it is the opportunity of obliging you.” 

Certainly Miss Royden does not resemble, in 
her attitude towards either God/ or the human 
race, that curious rcligicuse Mdme. de Maintenon, 
who having been told by her confessor in the flood- 
time of her beauty that " God wisiied her to become 
the King's mistress," at the end of that devout if 
somewhat painful experience, replied to a suggestion 
about writing her memoirs, “ Only saints would 
find pleasure in its perusal,” 

Miss Royden's memoirs, if they are ever written, 
would have, I tliink, the rather unusual merit of 
pleasing both saints and sinners ; the saints by 
the depth and beauty of her spiritual experience, 
the sinners by her freedom from every shade of 
cant and by her strong, almost masculine, sympathy 
with the difficulties of our human nature. Catherine 
the Great, in her colloquies with the nervous and 
hesitating Diderot, used to say, ” Proceed ; between 
men all is allowable.” One may affirm of Miss 
Royden that she is at once a true woman and a 
great man. 

It is this perfect balance of the masculine and 
feminine in her personality which makes her so 
effective a public speaker, so powerful an influence 
in private discourse, and so safe a writer on questions 
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of extreme delicacj', sucli as the problem of sex. 
She is always on the level of the whole body of 
humanity, a complete person, a veritable human 
being, neither a member of a class nor the 
representative of a sex. 

Perhaps it may be permitted to mention two 
events in her hfe which help one to understand 
how it is she has come to play this masculine and 
feminine part in public life. 

One day, a day of torrential rain, when she was 
a girl li\’ing in her father’s house in Cheshire, she 
and her sister saw a carriage and pair coming 
through the park towards the house. The coach- 
man and footman on the box were soaking wet, and 
kept their heads doum to avoid the sting of the 
rain in their eyes. The horses were streaming 
with rain and the carriage might have been a water- 
cart. 

When the caller, a rich lady, arrived in the 
drawing-room, polite wonder was expressed at her 
boldness in coming out on such a dreadful day. 
She seemed surprised. “ Oh, but I came in a closed 
carriage,” she explained. 

This innocent remark opened the eyes of ifiss 
Royden to the obliquity of vision which is \vrought, 
all unconsciously in many cases, by the power of 
selfishness. The condition of her coachman and 
footman had never for a moment presented itself 
to the lady's mind. Mss Royden made acquaint- 
ance nith righteous indignation. She became a 
reformer, and something of a vehement reformer. 

The drenched carriage coming through a splash 
of rain to her home will remain for ever in her mind 
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as an image of that spirit of selfishness which in 
its manifold and subtle workings wrecks the beauty 
of human existence. 

Miss Royden, it should be said, had been prepared 
by a long experience of pain to feel sympathy 
with the sufferings of otiicr people. Her mind 
had been lamentably ploughed up ever since the 
dawn of memory to receive the divine grain of 
compassion. 

At birth both her hips were dislocated, and 
lameness has been her lot through life. Such was 
her spirit, however, that this saddening and serious 
affliction, dogging her days and nights with pain, 
seldom prevented her from joining in the vigorous 
games and sports of the Royden family. She was 
sometliing of a boy even in those days, and pluck 
was the very centre of her science of existence. 

The religion of her parents suggested to her mind 
that this suffering had been sent by God. She 
accepted the perilous suggestion, but never con- 
fronted it. It neither puffed her up with spiritual 
pride nor created in her mind bitter thoughts of 
a paltry and detestable Deity. A pagan stoicism 
helped her to bear her lot quite as much as, if not 
more than, the evangelicalism of Sir Thomas and 
'Lady Royden. Moreover, she was too much in 
love with life to give her mind very seriously to 
the difficulties of theology. Even with a body 
which had to wrench itself along, one could swim 
and row, read and think, observe and worship. 

Her eldest brother went to Winchester and 
Magdalen College at Oxford ; she to Cheltenham 
College and Lady Margaret Hall at Oxford. 
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Education was an enthusiasm. Rivalry in scholar- 
ship was as greatly a part of that wholesome family 
life as rivalry in games. There was always a 
Socratic " throwing of the ball ” going on, both 
indoors and out. Miss Royden distinguished herself 
in the sphere of learning and in the sphere of sports. 

At O.xford the last vestiges of her religion, or 
rather her parents’ religion, faded from her mind, 
wthout pain of any order, hardly with any conscious- 
ness. She devoted herself wholeheartedly to the 
schools. No longer did she imagine that God 
had sent her lameness. She ceased to tliink of 
Him. 

But one day she heard a sermon which made 
her think of Jesus as a teacher, just as one thinks 
of Plato and Aristotle. She reflected that she 
really knew more of the teaching of Plato and 
Aristotle than she knew of Christ’s teaching. This 
seemed to her an unsatisfactory state of things, 
and she set herself, as a student of philosophy, to 
study the teaching of Jesus. What had He said? 
Never mind whether He had founded this Church 
or that, w'hat had He said? And what had been 
His science of life. His reading of the riddle ? 

This study, to which she brought a philosopliic 
mind and a candid heart, convinced her that the 
teaching should be tried. It was, indeed, a teach- 
ing that asked men to prove it by trial. She 
decided to try it, and she tried it by reading, by 
meditation, and by prayer. The trial was a failure. 
But in this failure was a mystery. For the more 
she tailed the more profoundly conscious she became 
of Christ as a Power. This feeling remained with 
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her, and it grew stronger with time. The Christ 
who would not help her nevertheless tarried as a 
shadow haunting the background of her thoughts. 

There was a secret in life which she had missed, 
a power which she had never used. Then came the 
second event to wluch I have referred. Miss Royden 
met a lady who had left the Church of England 
and joined the Quakers, seeking by this change to 
intensify her spiritual experience, seeking to make 
faith a deep personal reality in her life. This lady 
told Miss Royden the following experience : 

One day, at a Quakers' meeting, she had earnestly 
" besieged the Throne of Grace " during the silence 
of prayer, imploring God to manifest Himself to 
her spirit. So earnestly did she " besiege the 
Throne of Grace ” in this silent intercession of soul 
that at last she was physically exhausted and 
could frame no further words of entreaty. At 
that moment she heard a voice in her soul, and 
this voice said to her, " Yes, I have something to 
say to you, when you stop your shouiing.” 

From this experience Miss Royden learned to 
see the tremendous difference between physical 
and spiritual silence. She cultivated, with the 
peace of soul which is the atmosphere of surrender 
and dependence, silence of spirit ; and out of tlxis 
silence came a faith against which the gates of hell 
could not prevail ; and out of that faith, winged 
by her earliest sympathy with all suffering and all 
sorrow, came a desire to give herself up to the 
service of God. She had found the secret, she could 
nse the power. 

Her &st step towards a life of service was 
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joining a Wojnen’s ScUlemcnt in Liverpool, a city 
which has wealth enough to impress and gratify 
the disciples of Mr. Samuel Smiles, and slums enough 
to excite and infuriate the disciples of Karl Marx. 
Here Miss Royden worked for tlircc years, sert'ing 
her novitiate as it were in the ministry of mercy, 
a notable figure in the dark streets of Liverpool, 
that little eager body, with its dragging leg, its 
struggling hips, its head held lugh to look the whole 
’.vorld in the face on the chance, nay, but in the 
hope, that a briglit smile from eyes as clear as day 
might do some poor devdl a bit of good. 

She brought to the slums of Liverpool the gay 
cheerfulness of a University woman, O.xford's 
particular brand of cheerfulness, and also a t'ender- 
ncss of sympathy and a gtadousness of helpful- 
ness which was the fine flower of deep, inward, 
silent, personal religion. 

It is not easy for anyone with profound sjnnpathy 
to believe that individual Partingtons can sweep 
back with their little mops of beneficence and 
philanthropy the Atlantic Ocean of sin, suffering, 
and despair which floods in to the shores of our 
industrialism — at high tide nearly swamping its 
prosperity, and at low tide leaving all its ugliness, 
squalor, and despairing hopelessness bare to the 
eye of heaven. 

Miss Royden looked out for something with a 
wider sweep, and in the year 1908 joined the 
Women’s Suffrage Movement. It was her hope, 
her conviction, that woman's influence in politics 
might have a cleansing efleci in the national life. 
She became an advocate of tVxis great Movement, 
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but an advocate who a]wa5?s based her argfument 
on religious grounds. She had no delusions about 
materialistic politics. Her whole effort was to 
spiritualise the public life of England. 

Here she made a discovery — a discovery of great 
moment to her subsequent career. She discovered 
that many came to her meetings, and sought personal 
interviews or written correspondence with her after- 
wards, who were not greatly interested in the 
franchise, but who were interested, in some tragic 
cases poignantly interested, in spiritual enfranchise- 
ment, Life reve;ilcd itself to her as a stniggle 
between the higher and lower nature, a conflict in 
the will between good and evil. She was at the 
heart of evolution. 

It became evident to Miss Royden that she had 
discovered for herself both a coiistitucocy and a 
church. Some years after making this discovery 
she abandoned all other work, and ever since, first 
at the City Temple and now at the Guildliouse in 
Eccleston Square, has been one of the most effective 
advocates in tliis country of personal religion. 

She does not impress one by the force of her 
intellect, but rather by the force of her humanity. 
You take it for granted that she is a scholar ; you 
are aware of her intellectual gifts, I mean, only as 
you are aware of her breeding. The main impression 
she makes is one of full humanity, humanity at its 
best, humanity that is pure but not self-righteous, 
charitable but not sentimental, just but not hard, 
true but not mechanical in consistency, frank but 
not gushing. Out of all this come two things, the 
sense of two realisms, the realism of her political 
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faith, and the realism of her religious faith. You 
are aware that she feels the sufferings and the 
deprivations of the oppressed in her om) blood, and 
feels tlie power, the presence, and the divinity of 
Christ in her own soul. 

It is a grateful experience to sit with this woman, 
who is so like the best of men but is so manifestly 
the staunchest of women. Her face reveals the 
force of her emotions, her voice, which is musical 
and persuasive, the depth of her compassion. In 
her sitting-room, which is almost a study and nearly 
an office, hangs a portrait of Newman, and a frit- 
Dicu stands against one of the walls half-hidden by 
boolcshelvcs. She is one of the few very busy people 
I have known who give one no feeling of an inward 
commotion. 

Apart from her natural eloquence and her unmis- 
takable sincerity, apart even from the attractive 
fullness of her humanity, I think the notable success 
of her preaching is to be attributed to a single 
reason, quite outside any such considerations. It 
is a reason of great importance to the modern 
student of religious psychology. Miss Royden 
preaches Christ as a Power. 

To others she leaves the esoteric aspects of religion, 
and the ceremonial of worship, and tlie difficulties 
of theology, and the mechanism of parochial organi- 
sation. Her mission, as she receives it, is to preach 
to people who are unwilling and suflering ■victims 
of sin, or who are tortured by theological indecision, 
that Christ is a Power, a Power that works miracles, 
a Power that can change the habits of a lifetime, 
perhaps the very tissues oi a poisoned body, and 
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can give both peace and gtiidancc to the soul that 
is dragged tiiis way and that. 

One may be pardoned for remarking that this is 
a rather unusual form of pj caching in any of the 
respectable churches. Christianity as a unique 
power in the world, a power which transfigures 
human life, which tears habitude up by the roots, 
and which ^ves new strength to the will, new eyes 
to the soul, and a new reality to the understanding; 
this, strange to say, is an unusual, perhaps an 
unpopular subject of clerical discourse. It is Miss 
Royden’s insistent contribution to modem theology. 

She tells me that so far as her own experience 
goes, humanity does not seem to be troubled by 
intellectual doubts. She is inclined to think that 
it is even sick of such discussions, and is apt to 
describe them roughly and impatiently as " mere 
talk." Humanity, as she secs it, is immersed in 
the incessant struggle of moral evolution. 

There is an empiricism of religion which is worth 
attention. It challenges the sceptic to explain both 
the conversion of the sinner and the beauty of the 
saint. If religion can change a man’s whole 
character in the twinkling of an eye, if it can give 
a beauty of holiness to human nature such as is 
felt by all men to be the highest expression of man’s 
spirit, truly it is a science of life which works, and 
one which its critics must explain. The theories of 
dogmatist and traditionalist are not the authentic 
documents of the Christian religion. Let the sceptic 
^dng his indictment against the changed lives of 
those who attribute to Christ alone the daily miracle 
of their gladness. 
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’WTiat men and women want to Imow in these 
days. Miss Royden assures me out of the richness 
of her great experience, is whether Christianity 
woiks, -whether it does things. The majority of 
people, she feels sure, are looking about for “ some- 
thing that helps ” — something that will strengthen 
men and women to fight down their lower nature, 
that will convince them that their higher nature is 
a reality, and that will give them a living sense of 
companionship in their difficult lives — lives often 
as drab and depressing as they are morally difficult. 

Because she can convey this great sense of the 
power of Christianity, people all over the country 
go to hear her preach and lecture. She is, I think, 
one of the most persuasive preachers of the power 
of Christianity in any English-speaking countrjf. 
It is impossible to feel of her that she is merely 
speaking of something she has read about in books, 
or of something which she recommends because it 
is apostolic and traditional ; she brings home to 
the mind of the most C5mical and ironical that her 
message, so modestly and gently given, is neverthe- 
less torn out of her inmost soul by a deep inward 
experience and by a sympathy with humanity 
which altogether transfigures her simple words. 

It must be difficult, I should think, for any fair- 
minded sceptic not to give this religion at least a 
practical trial after hearing Miss Royden’s exposi- 
tion of it and after learning from her the manner in 
which that experiment should be carried out. For 
she speaks as one having the authority of a deep 
personal experience, making no dogmatic claims, 
expressing sympathy with all those who fail, but 
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assuring her hearers that when the moment comes 
for their illumination it will come, and that it will 
be a veritable dayspring from on high. Earnest- 
ness is hers of the highest and tenderest order, but 
also the convincing authority of one who has found 
the peace which passes understanding. 

She has spoken to me with sympathy of Mr. 
Studdert-Kennedy, whose trench-like methods in 
the pulpit are thoroughly distasteful to a great 
number of people. It is characteristic of Miss 
Royden that she should fasten on the real cause of 
this violence. “ I don’t like jargon,” she said, 
'' particularly the jargon of Christian Science and 
Theosophy. I love English literature too much for 
that ; and I don’t like slang, particularly slang of 
a brutal order ; but I feel a deep sympathy with 
anybody who is trying, as Mr. Studdert-Kennedy 
is trying, to put life and power into institutionalism. 
It wants it so badly — oh, §0 very badly — ^life, life, 
life and power.” 

Of one whose scholarship greatly impresses her, 
and for whose spiritual life she has true respect, 
but whose theology fills her soul wth dark shadows 
and cold shudders, she exclaimed, as though it were 
her own fault for not understanding him, " It is as 
if God were dead ! " 

Always she wants Christianity as life and power. 

She remains a social reformer, and is disposed to 
agree %vith Bishop Gore that the present system is 
so iniquitous that it cannot be Christianised. She 
thinks it must be destroyed, but admits the peril 
of destructive work till a new system is ready to 
take its place. 
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believe that it is not so mnch the present system 
but the pagan selfishness of mankind which brings 
these unequal and dreadful things to pass. The 
lady in the closed carriage would not be profoundly 
changed, we may suppose, by a different system 
of economics, but surely she might be changed 
altogether — body, soul, and spirit — if she so willed 
it, by that Power which has directed Miss Royden’s 
own life to such beautiful and wonderful ends. 

Nevertheless, Miss Royden must be numbered 
among the socialists, the Christian socialists, and 
Individualism will be all the better for asking itself 
how it is that a lady so good, so gentle, so clear- 
headed, and so honest should be arrayed with its 
enemies. 

I should like to speak of one memorable experience 
in Miss Royden’s later life. 

She has formed a little, modest, unknown, and I 
think nameless guild for personal religion. She 
desire^ that nothing of its work should get into the 
press and that it should not add to its numbers. 
She wishes it to remain a sacred confraternity of her 
private life, as it were the lady chapel of her 
cathedral services to mankind, or as a retreat for 
her exhausted soul. 

Some months ago she asked a clergyman who has 
succeeded in turning into a house of living prayer 
a London church which before his coming was like 
a tomb, whether he would allow the members of 
this guild, all of whom are not members of the 
Church of England, to come to the Eucharist. He 
received this request with the most generous 
sympathy, saying that he would give them a private 
Ew 
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celebration, and one morning, soon after da%vn, the 
guild met in this church, to make its first communion. 
No one else was present. 

Miss Royden has told me that it was an un- 
forgettable experience. Here was a man, she said, 
%vho has no reputation as a great scholar, and no 
popularity as an orator ; he is loved simply for his 
devotion to Christ and his sjnnpathy with the 
sorrows of mankind. Yet that man, as no other 
man had done before, brought the Presence of 
God into the hearts of that little kneeling guild. 
It was as if. Miss Royden tells me, God was there at 
the altar, sliining upon them and blessing them. 
Never before had she been more certain of God as a 
Person. 

It is from experiences of this nature that she draws 
fresh power to make men and women believe that 
the Christian rehgion is a true phDosopby of reality, 
and a true science of healing. She is, I mean, a 
mystic. But she differs from a mystic like Dean 
Inge in this, that she is a mystic impelled by human 
sympathy to use her mysticism as her sole evangel. 
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True religion lakes up that place in the mind which 
superstition would usurp, and so leaves little room for it; 
and likewise lays us under the strongest obligations to 
oppose it . — Bishop Butler. 

Socrates looked up at him, and replied, Farewell : I will 
do as you say. 'Then he turned to us and said, How 
courteous the man is I — Plato. 

In this able and courageous Doctor of Science, 
who came to theology from mathematics, a great 
virtue and a small fault combine to check his 
intellectual usefulness. His heart is as full of 
modesty as his mind of tentatives. 

He is possessed by a gracious nature, and could 
no more think of raising his voice to shout down 
a Boanerges than he could dream of lifting an 
elbow to push his way through a press of people 
bound for the limelight. It is only a deep moral 
earnestness which brings him into public life at all, 
and he endeavours to treat that public life not as 
it is but as it ought to be. 

In '' the calmness and moderation of his senti- 
ments,” in his dislike of ever}dhing that is sensa- 
tional, and of all " undue emphasis,” he resembles 
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Father Waggett, an equally charming person, 
caught the attention of the religious world thirty 
or forty years ago. 

His mind is not unlike the mind of Lord Robert 
Cecil, and it is curious that even physically he 
should at certain moments resemble Lord Robert, 
particularly in his walk and the almost set expression 
of his eyes. He is tall and thin, and has the same 
stoop in tlie shoulders, moving forward as if an 
invisible hand were pressed against the back of his 
neck, shoving him forward by a series of jerks ; 
and he seems to throw, like Lord Robert, a particular 
sense of enjoyment into the motion of his legs, as 
though he would get rid of all perilous swagger at 
that, the less harmful end of his two extremities — the 
antipodes of his reason. Like Lord Robert, too, he 
has a most pleasant voice, and a slow deliberate way 
of speaking, and a warm kindly smile which fades 
at the first movement of serious thought, leaving 
the whole pale face, even the dark eyes under their 
heavy brows, almost deathlike in immobility. One 
seems to see in such moments the spirit withdraw 
from the surface of things to take up its duty at the 
citadel of the intellect. 

The same conflict between temperament and 
purpose which has prevented Lord Robert Cecil 
from taking his place at the head of a Government 
prevents Canon Barnes from advancing at the head 
of modern Churchmen to the rich future of a 
depaganised and wholly rational Christianity, His 
heart says “ Fight,” but his reason says ” Watch.” 
Fighting is distasteful ; watching is congenial. 
Besides, while one is watching one can review all 
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the hypotheses. A man who is not careful in 
destro 5 ring a fallacy may damage a truth. 

But let us be grateful for his public utterances, 
which show a high spirit, a noble devotion, an 
enviable range of culture, and, for the discerning at 
least, tell the true time of day. It is one of the 
encouraging signs of the period that such distin- 
guished preaching should have made a mark. More- 
over, he is yet three years from fifty, \vith a mind so 
hospitable to growth that it has no room for one of 
those prejudices which are the dry-nurses of old 
age. Those who love truth die young, whatever 
their age. Canon Barnes may yet give the Chinch 
a proof of his power to lead — a Church at present 
aware only of his power to suggest. 

He considers that we are living in a time of 
revolution, and, judging by historic precedents, par- 
ticularly the Renaissance, he thinks we are now in 
the second stage of our revolution, which is the most 
di£6cult of all. First, comes the destruction of false 
ideas — a bracing time for the bom fighter ; second, 
comes the tentative search for new ideas — an anxious 
time for the responsible philosopher ; third, comes 
the preaching of these new ideas with passion — ^the 
opportunity of the enthusiast. Happy were the 
divines of the seventeenth century ! 

We, however, are in the second stage. 

This is not a period for new ideas : it is a period 
of searching for the best idea. He who rushes 
forward ivith an untried new idea may be more 
dangerous than he who stiU clings, in the Name of 
Christ, to an old idea which is false. We must be 
qmte certain of our ground before we advance with 
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boldness, and our boldness must be spiritual, not 
muscular. 

Modernism has fought and won the battle of 
verbal inspiration. No man whose opinion counts 
in the least degree now holds that the Bible was 
verbally inspired by God. It is respected, honoured, 
loved ; but it is no longer a fetish. In ceasing to 
be a superstition, and in coming to be a number of 
genuine books full of light for the student of history, 
the Bible is exercising at the present time an extra- 
ordinary influence in the world, a greater influence 
perhaps on thoughtful minds than it ever before 
exercised. 

The battle which modernism is now fighting over 
this collection of books concerns the Person of 
Jesus and the relative value of the gospels which 
narrate His life, and, in the case of the Fourth, 
endeavour to expound His teaching. This great 
battle is not over, but it looks as if victory will lie 
with the more moderate school of modernists. 
Outside very extreme circles, the old rigid notions 
concerning the Person of Jesus are no longer held 
with the passion which gave them a certain noble 
force in the days before Darwin. There is now a 
notable tell-tale petulance about orthodoxy which 
is sometimes insolent but never effective. 

Ahead of this battle, which the present generation 
may live to see fought out to a conclusion, lies a 
third struggle likely to be of a more desperate 
character than its two forerunners — ^the battle over 
Sacramental Christianity. Already in France and 
Germany the question is asked, Did Jesus institute 
any sacraments at all? But even in these two 
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obedience to the Will of Christ the chief passion or 
object of his existence, although he no longer 
believes that Jesus was either bom out of the order 
of nature or died to turn away the vengeance of 
God from a world which had sinned itself beyond 
the reach of infinite love. 

Like Goethe, such a man will say : " As soon as 
the pure doctrine and love of Christ are compre- 
hended in their trae nature, and have become a 
living principle, we shall feel ourselves great and 
free as human beings, and not attach special impor- 
tance to a degree more or less in the outward forms 
of religion.” 

The critics of modernism do not seem able, for 
some reason, to grasp a truth which has been 
apparent all down the ages, a truth so old that it 
is almost entitled to be regarded as a tradition, and 
so widely held that it is almost worthy to be called 
catholic, namely, the truth that Jesus loses none of 
His power over human history so long as He abides 
a living principle in the hearts of individual men. 
So long as He expresses for manldnd the Character 
of God and reveals to mankind the nature of God’s 
purpose, so long as men love Him as they love no 
other, and set themselves to make His spirit tell, 
first in their lives and after that in the world about 
them, does it greatly matter whether they speak of 
His divinity or His rmiqueness, whether they accept 
definitions concerning Him {framed by men in the 
dark ages) or go about to do His will with no defini- 
tions in their mind at all beyond the intellectual 
conviction that here is One who spoke as no other 
man has spoken since the creation of the world ? 
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Canon Bames, wlio disowns the name of modernist, 
but who is the very opposite of an obscurantist in 
his evangelicalism, is careful to insist upon a raiioMl 
loyalty to Christ. I tried one day to tempt him on 
this head, speaking of the miraculous changes 
wought in men’s lives by religious fervour ptire 
and simple ; but it was in vain. He agrees that 
rdigious fervour may work such miracles ; he is 
the last man in the world to dismiss these miracles 
as curious and interesting phenomena of psychology ; 
but he insists, and is like a rock on this matter, that 
emotional Christianity is not safe without an 
intellectual background. 

He makes me feel that bis modernism, if I may 
presume to use that term, is an evangelical desire of 
his soul to give men this intellectual background to 
their faith. He wants, as it were, to save their 
beliefs rather than their souls. He regards the 
emotionalist as occupjdng territory as dangerous to 
himself and to the rictorj' of Christianity as the 
territory occupied by the traditionalist. Both 
schools ofiend the mind of rational men ; both make 
Christianity seem merely an affair of temperament ; 
and both axe exposed to the danger of losing their 
faith. 

To convert the world to the Will of God, it is 
essential that the Christian should have a rational 
explanation of his faith, a faith which, resting 
only on tradition or emotion, must obviously 
take its place among all the other competing re- 
ligions of mankind, a religion possessing no authority 
recognised by the modem world. 

The modem world rightly asks of every opinion 
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and idea presented to its judgment, " Is it true ? ” 
and it has reason on its side in being sceptical 
concerning the records of the past. If not, there 
are religions in the world of an antiquity greater 
than Christianity’s, whose traditions have been 
faithfully kept by a vaster host of the human race 
than has ever followed the traditions of Christianity. 
Is it to be a battle between tradition and tradition ? 
Is age to be a test of truth ? Is devotion to a 
formula to count as an argument ? 

The emotionalist, too, is no longer on safe ground 
in protesting Iris miracles of conversion. The 
psychologist is advancing towards that ground, 
and advancing with every theory of supernatural 
evidence excluded from his mind. The psychologist 
may eventually be driven to accept the Christian 
explanation of these phenomena ; but until that 
surrender is made the emotionalist will not be the 
power in the world which he ought to be. His house, 
too, must be founded upon a rock. 

Let us not be afraid of examining our faith, 
bringing our minds as well as our hearts and our 
souls to the place of judgment. 

I will give here a few quotations from the utter- 
ances of Canon Barnes which show his position with 
sufficient clearness. 

We all seek for truth. But, whereas to some truth 
seems a tide destined to rise and sweep destructively 
across lands where Jesus reigned as the Son of God, 
to me it is the power which will set free new streams to 
irrigate His Kingdom. 

As is obvious to everyone, all the Churches realise, 
though some do not acknowledge, the necessity of 
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... as man develops in the way predestined by 
God, he vnll continually approach tlie standard set 
by Jesus. Jesus will ever more completely draw men 
and inspire them beaiuse they will more fully under- 
stand that He explains them to themselves. 

The present degradation of human life is due to 
man’s refusal to accept Christ’s estimate of its values 
and duties. It will endure so long as the work and 
Person of Chri.st are refused their right place in human 
thought and aspiration. 

Jesus still lives, great and unexplained. 

From these quotations it will be seen tliat Canon 
Barnes is not searching the documents of Christianity 
for a new hypothesis, but rather for a new under- 
standing by which he may be able to present the 
historic power of Christianity in terras of modern 
thought. Jesus remains for him the central Figure 
of evolution. " Human thought,” he declares, " as 
moulded by developed aspirations and accumulated 
knowledge, will not sweep past Jesus but will circle 
round liim as the centre where God revealed 
Himself.” 

Perhaps we shall best understand the position of 
Canon Barnes if we see him, neither on this side nor 
on that of the warring controversy, but rather among 
the entire host of Christianity, warning all schools 
of thought, all parties, all sects, that they must 
prepare themselves for the final strife which is yet 
to come, that great strife, foreseen by Newman, 
when the two contrary principles of human life, the 
Good and the Evil, shall rush upon each otlier 
contending for the soul of the world. Christianity 
must become united and strong at its centre, if it is to 
withstand this onslaught. 
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He is not to be tliought of as one who would adapt 
religion to the needs of the day, but as one who 
believes that, thoioughly understood, religion is 
adequate to the needs, not only of our day, but to 
the needs of all time. For to Canon Barnes, re- 
hgion is simply the teaching of Christ, and Christ 
is the revelation to man of God’s nature and purpose. 
He w'ould simplify dogma in order to clarify truth. 
He would clarify truth in order to enlarge the 
opportunities of Christ. He would call no man a 
heretic who is not serving the devil. None who 
seeks to enter the Kingdom will ever be hindered by 
this devout disciple of truth in whose blood is no 
drop of the toxin of Pharisaism. 

You may see the intellectual charity of the man in 
his attitude towards other teachers of our time 
whose views are opposed to his own. Of Dean 
Inge he has spoken to me with almost a ringing 
enthusiasm, emphasising his unbounded force, his 
unbounded courage ; and of Bishop Gore with the 
deepest respect, paying reverent tribute to his 
spiritual earnestness ; even the Bishop of Zanzibar 
provokes only a smile of the most cheerful good 
humour. 

He inclines quietly towards optimism, believing 
in the providence of God and thinking that the 
recent indifierence to religion is passing away. Men 
are now seeking, and to seek is eventually to find. 
This seeking, he observes, is among the latest 
utterances of theology, a fact of considerable 
importance. To keep abreast of truth one must 
neither go back nor stand still. Men are now not so 
much swallowing great names as looking for a candle. 
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Not long ago he paid a visit to a favourite book- 
shop of his in Cambridge, and inquired for second- 
hand volumes of theology, " I have nothing here," 
replied the bookseller, " that would interest you. 
The books you would like go out the day after they 
come in, sometimes the same day." Then pointing 
to the upper shelves, " But I've plenty of the older 
books ” ; and there in the dust and neglect of the 
top shelves Canon Barnes surveyed the works 
of grave and portentous theologians who wrote, 
some before the days of Darwin, and some in the 
first heyday of Darwinism, He said to me, " Light- 
foot is still consulted, but even Wcstcott is now 
neglected." 

He spoke of two difficulties for the Church. One is 
this : her supreme need at the present time is men 
for the ministry, the best kind of men, more men 
and much better men, men of learning and character, 
able to teach with persuasive authority. It is not 
the voice of atheism we hear ; it is the voice of the 
Church that we miss. But, as Bishop Gore claims, 
most of the theological colleges are in the hands of 
the traditionalists, and the tendency of these 
colleges is to turn out priests rather than teachers, 
formalists rather than evangelists. Such colleges 
as represent the evangelical movement are, thanks 
to their title deeds, largely in the hands of pious 
laymen not very well educated, who adhere rigidly to 
a school of thought which is associated in the 
modem mind with an extreme of narrowness. Thus 
it comes about that many men who might 
serve the Church with great power are driven 
away at her doom. Sometliing must be done to 
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get men whose love of truth is a part of their 
love of God 

The second difficulty concerns the leadership of 
the Church. Bishops should be men vith time to 
think, able when they address mankind to speak from 
" the top of the mind ” ; scholars rather than ad- 
ministrators, saints rather than statesmen ; but 
such is the present condition that a man who is made 
a bishop finds himself so immersed in the business 
of a great institution that his intellectual and 
spiritual life become things of accident, luxurious 
things to be squeezed into the odd moments, if 
there are any, of an almost breathless day. This 
is not good for the Church. The world is not asking 
for mechanism. It is asking for light. It is, indeed, 
an over-organised world working in the dark 
Canon Barnes, however, is not concerned only 
with the theological aspects of Christianity. For 
, him, religion is above all other things a social force, 
a great cleansing and sanctifying influence in the 
daily life of evolving man. One may obtain a just 
idea of his mind from a pronouncement he made at 
the last conference of Modem Churchmen : 

We cannot call ourselves Christians unless we 
recognise that we must preach the Gospel ; that we 
must go out and labour to bring men and women to 
Christ. 

The Kingdom of God is a social ideaL 

Modem Churchmen cannot stand aloof from in- 
tellectual, political, and economic problems. 

To faring the Gospel into the common life, to carry 
the message and sympathies of Jesus into the factory, 
the street, the house, is an urgent necessity in our age. 
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He sees Christianity, not as an interesting school 
of pailosophy, not as a charming subject for brilliant 
and 'amicable discussions, but as a force essential 
to the salvation of mankind; a force, however, 
which must first be disentangled from tlie accretions 
of ancient error before it can work its transforming 
miracles both in the heart of men and in the institu- 
tions of a materialistic civilisation. It is in order 
that it should thus work in the world, saving the 
world and fulfilling the purposes of God, that he 
labours in no particular school of the Church, to 
make the reasonableness of Christ a living possession 
of the modem mind. 

Supreme in his character is that virtue Dr. Johnson 
observed and praised in a Duke of Devonshire 
— " a dogged veracity.” 



Chapter VIII 


GENERAL BRAIVIWELL BOOTH 

. . . for the generality of men, ihe attempt to live such 
a life would he a fatal mistake ; it would narrow instead 
of widening their minds, it would harden instead of soften- 
ing their hearts. Indeed, ihe effort " thus to go beyond 
themselves, and wind themselves too high,” might even 
he followed by reaction to a life more profane and self- 
indulgent than that of the world in general . — Edward 
Cairo. 

Because General Booth wears a uniform he com- 
mands the public curiosity; but because of that 
curiosity the public perhaps misses his considerable 
abilities and his singular attraction. His worst 
enemy is his frogged coat. Attention is diverted 
from his head to his epaulettes. He deserves, I am 
convinced, a more intelligent inquisitiveness. 

To begin with, he is to be regarded as the original 
founder of that remarkable and truly catholic body 
of Christians known as the Salration Army. His 
picturesque father and his wonderful mother were 
the Immunity of tliat movement, but their son was 
its first impulse of spiritual fanaticism. The father 
was the dramatic “ showman " of this movement, 
the son its fire. The mother endowed it with the 
u6 
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cnCTgy of a deep and tender emotion, the son 
provided it with machinery. 

It was Mr. Bramwell Booth, with his young friend 
Mr. Railton abetting him, who, discontented with 
the dullness and conservatism of tlie Christian 
Mission, drov'C the Reverend William Booth, an 
ex-Methodist minister preaching repentance in the 
slums, to fling restraint of every kind to the winds 
and to go in for religion as if it were indeed the only 
thing in the world that counted. William Booth 
at that time was forty-nine years of age. 

Again, it was Mr. Bramwell Booth, working 
behind the scenes and pulhng all the strings, who 
edged his father away from concluding an alliance 
with the Church of England in the early eighties. 
Archbishop Benson was an.xious to conclude that 
alliance, on terras. The terms did not seem alto- 
gether onerous to the old General, who was rather 
fond of meeting dignitaries. But Mr. Bramwell 
Booth would hear of no concession which weakened 
the Army's authority in the slums, and which 
would also eventually weaken its authority in the 
world. He refused to acknowledge any service or 
rite of the Church as essatiial to the salvation of 
men. If the Lord's Supper were essential the Army 
would have it ; but the Army had proved that no 
other power was necessary to the working of 
miracles in the souls of men beyond the direct 
mercy of God acting on the centre of true penitence. 
He was the uncompromising protagonist of 
conversion, and his father came to agree with 
him. 

Neither the old General nor his inspired wife, 
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admirable as revivalists, bad tbe true fire of fana- 
ticism in their blood. They were too warm-hearted. 
That strange uneartlily fire bums only to its whitest 
beat, perhaps, in veins which are cold and minds 
which are hard. It does not easily make its home 
in benevolent and philanthropic natures, certainly 
never in purely sentimental natures. I think its 
opening is made not by love but by hatred. A man 
may love God with all his heart, all his mind, and 
all his soul, without feeling the spur of fanaticism 
in his blood. But let him hate sin with only a part 
of his heart, mind, and soul, and he becomes a 
fanatic. His hatred will grow till it consumes his 
whole being. 

One need not be long in the company of General 
Bramwell Booth to discover that he has two distinct 
and separate manners, and that neither expresses 
the whole truth of his rational life. At one moment 
he is full of cheerful good sense, the very incarnation 
of jocular heartiness, a bluff, laughing, rallying, 
chafcg, and tolerant good fellow, overflowing with 
the milk of human kindness, oozing with the honey 
of social sweetness. At the next moment, however, 
the voice sinks suddenly to the key of what Father 
Knox, I am afraid, would call unctimoniousness, 
the eyelids flutter like the wings of a butterfly, the 
whole plump pendulous face appears to vibrate 
with emotion, the body becomes stiff with feeling, 
the lips depressed with tragedy, and the dark eyes 
shine with the suppressed tears of an unimaginable 
pathos. 

In both of these moments there is no pretence. 
The two manners represent two genuine aspects 
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of his soul in its commerce with mankind. He 
believes tliat the world likes to be clapped on the 
shoulder, to be rallied on its manifest inconsistencies, 
and to have its hand wrung with a real heartiness. 
Also he believes that the heart of the world is 
sentimental, and that an authentic appeal in that 
quarter may lead to friendship — a friendship which, 
in its turn, may lead to business. Business is the 
true end of all his heartiness. 

It is in his business manner that one gets nearer to 
the innermost secret of his nature. He is before 
everything else a superb man of business, far-seeing, 
practical, hard-headed, an organiser of victory, a 
statesman of the human soul. You cannot speak 
to him in this practical sphere without feeling that 
he is a man of the most unusual ability. 

He can outline a complicated scheme with a 
precision and an economy of words which, he makes 
you feel, is a tribute to your perspicacity rather 
than a demonstration of his own powers of exposition. 
He comes quicker to the point than nine men of 
business out of ten. And he sticks to the main 
point with a tenacity which might be envied by 
every industrial magnate in the country. 

Moreover, when it comes to your turn to speak he 
listens with the whole of his attention strung up to 
its highest pitch, his eyes wide open staring at you, 
his mouth pursed up into a little 0 of suction, his 
fingers pressing to his ear the receiver of a machine 
which overcomes his deafness, his whole body 
leaning half across the table in his eagerness to hear 
every word you say. 

No sentiment shows in his face, no emotion sounds 
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is more joy at Salvation Army Headquarters over 
one poor miserable brand plucked from the burning 
than over ninety and nine cheques from wealthy 
subscribers ; but I am perfectly confident that the 
pleasure experienced at the sight of ail those welcome 
cheques has its rise in the knowledge that money 
is power — ^power to fight the devil. 

No man of ray knowledge is so strangely blended 
as this genius of Salvation Army organisation. For 
although he is first and foremost a calm statesman 
of religious fervour, cool-headed, clear-eyed, and 
deliberative, a man profoundly inspired by hatred 
of evil, yet there are moments in tfis life of almost 
superhuman energy when the whole structure of 
his mind seems to give way, and the spirit appears 
like a child lost in a dark wood and almost paralysed 
with fear. Not seldom he was in his father's arms 
sobbing over the sufferings of humanity and the 
hardness of the world's heart, mingling his tears 
with his father’s. Often in these late days he is in 
sore need of Mrs. Bramwell Booth's level-headed 
good sense to restore his exhausted emotions. And 
occasionally, like Lord Northcliffe, it is wise for 
him to get away from the Machine altogether, to 
travel far across the world or to rest in a cottage by 
the sea, waiting for a return of the energy which 
consumes him and yet keeps him alive. 

It is possible to think that this formidable apostle 
of conversion is himself a divided seif. His house of 
clay, one might almost suggest, is occupied by two 
tenants, one of whom would weep over sinners, while 
the other can serve God only by cudgelling the Devil 
back to hell with imprecations of a rich and florid 
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nature. This stronger self, because of its cudgel, 
is in command of the situation, but the whimpering 
of the other is not to be stilled by blows which, 
however hearty and devastating, have not yet 
brought the devil to his knees. 

It is interesting to sit in conversation with this 
devoted disciple of evangelicalism, and occasionally 
to lift one's eyes from his face to the portrait of 
his mother which hangs above his head. The two 
faces are almost identical, hauntingly identical; 
so much so that one comes to regard the coachman- 
hke whiskers clapped to the General’s cheeks as in 
the nature of a disguise, thinking of him as his 
mother's eldest daughter rather than as his father’s 
eldest son. There is certainly nothing about him 
which suggests the old General, and his mind is 
much more the mind of his mother — one of the most 
remarkable women in the world’s history — than the 
mind of his father. 

Catherine Booth was a zealot and at the heart of 
her theology a hard zealot. She believed that the 
physical agony of disease was a part of God’s 
discipline, and that humanity is called upon to bear 
that fierce fire for the purification of its wicked 
spirit. She never flinched in confronting the 
theology of Methodism. She was in practice the 
tenderest of women, the most compassionate of 
missionaries, the most persuasive orator of the 
emotions in her day ; but in theory she was as hard 
as steel. 

Her husband, on the other hand, who threw 
Jehovah’s thrmderbolts across the world as if he 
liked them, and approved of them, and was ready 
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for any further number of these celestial missiles, 
of an even vaster displacement, was in his heart of 
hearts a wistful believer in everlasting mercy. 
Few men have been bom with a softer heart. He 
sometimes wondered whether in framing the Regula- 
tions of the Salvation Army he had not pressed 
too hard on human nature. To the horrified 
scandal of his son, he even came to question, if 
only for a passing moment, the ordinance which 
forbids tobacco to the Salvationist. 

He used to say in his old age, ruminating over 
the past, “ Our standard is high. Our demand is 
hard ; aye, very hard. Yes, we don’t mince matters 
in soul-saving. We demand the whole of a man, 
not a little bit of him, or three-fourths of him, or 
two-thirds of him ; we demand every drop of his 
blood and every beat of his heart and every thought 
of his brain. Yes, it’s a hard discipline — ^hard 
because the standard is so high. I hope it is not 
too hard." 

His son has never once, so far as my knowledge 
goes, questioned even the extremest of Salvation 
Army Regulations. The more extreme they are, 
the more they please him. It is one of his many 
good sayings that you cannot make a man clean 
by washing his shirt. His scrubbing brush is apt, 

I think, to remove some of the skin with the dirt. 
He believes without question that the only human 
test of conversion is the uttermost willingness of 
the soul to be spent in the service of soul-saving. 
If a man wishes to keep anything back from God, 
Ws heart is not given to God. He is no emotionalist 
in this matter. He uses emotion to break down 
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that centre of the Christian rehgion from •which 
was derived in the first two centuries of its great 
history almost all impetus which enabled it to 
escape from Judaism and conquer the world. It 
is still true, and I suppose it will remain true to 
the end of time, that man born of a woman must 
be bom again of the spirit if he is to pass from 
darkness into light. This, after all, is the whole 
thesis of Salvationism, and if General Booth wavered 
here the Army would be scattered to the ^vinds. 
As for his definitions of light and darkness, at this 
stage of the world’s journey we need not be too 
nice in our acceptance of them. 

But there remains the important question of 
Salvation Army methods. 

It seems to me that here a change is desirable, 
not a radical change, for many of those methods 
are admirable enough, particularly those of which 
the public too seldom hears, but a change all the 
same, and one deep enough to create fresh sympathy 
for this devoted movement of evangehc^ 
Christianity. 1 

I think it is time to stop praying and preaching 
at street comers, to mitigate the more brazen 
sounds of the Army band, and to discountenance 
all colloquialisms in Salvationist propaganda. I 
do not wish, God forbid, to make the Army respect- 
able ; I wish it to remain exactly where it is — but 
with a greater quietness and a deeper, more personal 
sympathy in its appeal to the sad and the sorrowful. 

General Booth is not the man to make these 
changes, but his wife is a woman wlm^night^ In 
any case they will be made. Time bring them 
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the resistance of a sinner, but when once the 
surrender is made reason takes command of the 
illiimined soul. He was asked on one occasion if 
he did not regard emotion as a dangerous thing. 
*' Not when it is organised,” was his reply. 

The only concession he seems willing to make 
to the critics of the Salvation Army is in the matter 
of its hymns. He confesses that some of those 
hymns are crude and unlovely ; but examine this 
confession and you find that it is only the language 
which causes him uneasiness. Approach him on 
the subject of dogma, the dogma crudely expressed 
but truthfully expressed in the worst of those 
hymns, and he is as hard as Bishop Gore or Father 
Knox. 

He has been too busy, I think, to hear even a 
whisper from the field of modernism, though 
exaggerated rumours of what is taking place in 
that field must occasionally reach his ear and 
confirm him in his obscurantism. 

Perhaps it is all to the good that he should be 
thus wholly uninterested in the speculations of 
the trained theologian. He has other work to do, 
and work of great importance, with few rivals and 
no helpers. By the machine which he controls so 
admirably, men and w'omen all over the world, 
and usually in the darkest places of the world, are 
turned from living disastrous lives, lives which too 
often involve the suffering of children, and en- 
couraged and braced up to lead lives of great beauty 
and of an extreme of self-sacrifice. 

He does well, I think, to stick with the unwaver- 
ing and uncompromising tenacity of a fanatic to 

) 
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that centre of the Christian religion from which 
was derived in the first two centuries of its great 
history almost all impetus which enabled it to 
escape from Judaism and conquer the world. It 
is still true, and I suppose it will remain true to 
the end of time, that man bom of a woman must 
be born again of the spirit if he is to pass from 
darkness into light. This, after all, is the whole 
thesis of Salvationism, and if General Booth wavered 
here the Army would be scattered to the winds. 
As for liis definitions of light and darkness, at this 
stage of the world’s journey we need not be too 
nice in our acceptance of them. 

But there remains the important question of 
Salvation Army methods. 

It seems to me that here a change is desirable, 
not a radical change, for many of those methods 
are admirable enough, particularly those of which 
the public too seldom hears, but a change all the 
same, and one deep enough to create fresh S3nnpathy 
for this devoted movement of evangelical 
Christianity. 

I think it is time to stop praying and preaching 
at street comers, to mitigate the more brazen 
sounds of the Army band, and to discountenance 
all colloquialisms in Salvationist propaganda. I 
do not wish, God forbid, to make the Army respect- 
able ; I wish it to remain exactly where it is — but 
with a greater quietness and a deeper, more personal 
sympathy in its appeal to the sad and the sorrowful. 

General Booth is not the man to make these 
changes, but his wife is a woman whq^i^t.^ In 
any case they will be made. Time ^ },dng them 
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about. Then it will be seen, I think, that the 
Salvation Army is one of the most powerful agencies 
in the world for spreading the good news of personal 
religion among the depressed millions of the human 
race. For even at this present time the lasting 
work of the Salvationist, the work which makes 
him so noble and so useful a figure in the modern 
world, is not accomplished by pageantry and tub- 
thumping, but by the intimate, often most beautiful, 
and very little known work of its slum ofiicers, 
particularly the women. 

Finally, concerning the General, he is in himself 
a telling w’itness to one of the mysterious powers 
of the Christian religion. For he is surely 
by temperament one of the most rmstable of 
minds, and yet by the power of religion he has 
become a coherent personality of almost rigid 
singleness of purpose. In conversation with him 
one cannot help feeling that he is jumpy and excit- 
able ; every movement of his extremely mobile 
face suggests a soul of gutta-percha stretched in 
all directions by the movements of his brain, and 
twitching with every thought that crosses his mind ; 
but at the same time one is aware in him of a power 
which is never deflected by a hair’s breadth from 
the path of a single purpose, and which holds him 
together with a strength that may be weakened 
but that can never be broken. 

His supreme value for the student of religion 
is to be found in the explanation of this unif3nng 
power. In spite of intellectual shortcomings which 
might seejn- almost to exclude liim from the serious 
and tmcotflucated people, he stands out rvith 
I 
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a marked emphasis from the company of far abler 
men by reason of this power — this sense of unusual 
vigour and abnormal concentration of strength. 
And the explanation of this power, which unifies 
an otherwise incoherent personality, is to be found, 
I am quite confident, in his burning hatred of 
iniquity. 

As a boy, like the poet Gray and the late Lord 
Salisbury, he suffered a good deal of bullying, and 
thus learned at school something beyond the reach 
of the Latin Grammar, namely, the brutality of 
human nature. He has never forgotten that dis- 
covery. Indeed, his after-life has widened and 
intensified that early lesson. Sin is brutality. It 
is selfishness seeking its low pleasure and its base 
delight in vilest self-indulgence involving the suffer- 
ing of others, sometimes their profoundest degrada- 
tion, even their absolute destruction. Particularly 
did he experience this burning conviction when he 
came to tmderstand the well-nigh inconceivable 
brutality of sexual vice. I believe that it was a 
poor harlot in the slums of London who first opened 
for him the door of fanaticism. 

He had longed as a schoolboy to hit back at his 
tyrants, and now in the dawn of manhood that 
long repression made its weight felt in the blows 
he showered on the face of evil. For a year or two 
he was a wild man of evangelicalism, leading attacks 
on evil, challenging public attention, seeking 
imprisonment, courting martyrdom. It was from 
the flaming indignation of his soul that Mr. Stead 

00k fire, and led a crusade against impurity which 
shocked the conscience of the eighties. But so 
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deep and eternal was this hatred of evil, that 
General Booth soon came to see that he must 
express it in some maimer which would outlive the 
heady moments of a “ lightning campaign,” He 
settled down to express that profound abhorrence 
of iniquity in terms of organisation. Tares might 
be tom suddenly from the human heart, but not 
the root of evil. If he could not kill the devil, at 
least he could circumvent him. 

Such intense hatred of evil as still consumes his 
being is not popular in these days, and may perhaps 
be regarded as irrational. But we should do well 
to remind ourselves that while those who regard 
evil merely as a vestigial memory of human evolu- 
tion do little or nothing to check its ravages, men 
like General Booth, and the men and women 
inspired by his abhorrence, save every year from 
physical and moral destruction thousands of 
unhappy people who become at once the apostles 
of an extreme goodness. 

Such evidences of mediocrity as exist in the 
Salvationist are purely intellectual ; morally and 
spiritually he is in the advance guard of the human 
race. 



Chapter IX 


DR. W. E. ORCHARD 

0, you poor creatures in ihe large cities of wide-world 
politics, you young, gifted, ambition-tormented men, who 
consider it your duty to give your opinion on everything 
that occurs ; who, by thus raising dust and noise, mistake 
yourselves for the chariot of history ; who, being always 
on ihe look-out fo> an opportunity to put in a word or two, 
lose all true productiveness. However desirous you may 
be of doing great deeds, ihe profound silence of pregnancy 
never comes to you. The event of ihe day sweeps you 
along like chaff, while you fancy that you are chasing it . — 
Nietzsche. 

Until quite tlie other day I looked upon Dr. 
Orchard as a person unique in his generation. 
But I am now told by an authority in the non- 
conformist world that there are “ two others of 
him ” — one, I think, in Birmingham, the second 
in Clapham. 

I am still permitted to think, however, that to 
Dr. Orchard belongs the distinction of being the 
first person of this erratic trinity” and therefore 
we may still regard him with that measure of 
curiosity which is the tribute paid by simple people 
to the eccentric and the abnormal. 

But let me warn the reader against expectations 
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of an original genius. Dr. Orchard does not create ; 
he copies. His innovations are all made after visit* 
to the lumber-room. It is b}? going back such a 
long distance into the past that he startles, and 
by coming round full circle that he appears to 
surprise the future. 

But where originality is rare, eccentricity must 
not be discounted. 

Dr. Orchard is a ritualist in the midst of non- 
conformity ; the first Free Churchman, 1 believe, 
to entertain exalted ceremonial aspirations, and 
to kneel for lus orders at the feet of an orthodox 
bishop. One might almost hazard the conjecture 
that he remains in the Congregationalist Communion, 
as so many Anglo-Catholics remain in the Establish- 
ment, solely to supply the fermentation of an idea 
which will shatter its present constitution. One 
thinks of him as a repentant Cromwell restoring 
" that bauble ” to its accustomed place on the 
table of tradition. 

In his heart of hearts he would appear to be a 
fervent institutionalist, a lover of ceremonial, and 
a convinced sacerdotalist. To bear him use the 
word Catholic is to make one understand how the 
Church of Rome dazzles certain eyes, and to hear 
him claim that he is in the apostolical succession 
is to make one realise afresh how broad is the way 
of credulity. 

One may understand his dislike of the hideous 
and pretentious architecture which disgraces non- 
conformity, and sympathise with his desire for 
more beautiful services in nonconformist chapels ; 
but it is not so easy, while he remains a 
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nonconformist, to understand, or to feel any consider- 
able degree of S3nnpathy with, his tendency towards 
practices which 'are the very antithesis of the 
nonconformist tradition. 

All the same he is a person of whom we should 
do well to take at least a passing notice, for he 
witnesses, however extravagantly, to a movement 
in the Free Churches which is not likely to lose 
momentum with the next few years — a movement 
not only away from sectarian isolation but towards 
the idea of one catholic and apostolic Church. 
There is certainly unrest in the Free Churches, 
and Dr. Orchard is a straw which helps us to imder- 
stand if not the permanent direction of the wind, 
at least the fact that there is a breeze blowing in 
the fields of religious freedom. 

Not long ago I asked one of the greatest figures 
in the Anglican Church what he thought of Dr. 
Orchard. He replied by raising his eyebrows and 
exclaiming rather disdainfully ; “ A ritualistic 

Dissenter i What is it possible to think of him ? ” 
I said that he attracted a good many people to his 
services in the King’s Weigh House Church, and that 
I had heard Mrs. Asquith was sometimes a member 
of his congregation. " That” answered, the dig- 
nitary, “ would not make me think any higher of 
Dr. Orchard." 

For many people, it must be confessed, he is a 
slightly ludicrous figure. He presents the spectacle 
of a sparrow stretching its wings and opening its beak 
to'imitate the eagle of catholic lecterns. And he has 
a singularly nettling manner with some people which 
must add, I should think to thisjmpopularity. He 
Fw 
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seems sweepingly satisfied with himself and his 
opinions, which are mostly of a challenging nature. 
He does not discuss but attempts to browbeat. His 
voice is an argument, and the expression on his face 
and the fire in his eyes suggest the street comer. He 
would have greatly distressed a man like Matthew 
Arnold, for the only method against such didactics 
is to send for the boxing gloves. 

All the same he is a man of no little force, perhaps 
a scattered and dispersed force, as I am inclined to 
think ; and he is a fighter whose blows, if not a 
teacher whose opinions, are more worthy of atten- 
tion than his sacerdotal pretensions might lead one 
to suppose. 

In appearance he may be compared with Dr. 
Clifford, but Dr. Clifford reduced to youthfulness 
and multiplied by an infinite cocksureness ; a small, 
eager, sandy-haired, clean-shaven, boyish-looking 
man, wth light-coloured eyes behind shining spec- 
tacles, the head craning forward, the body elastic and 
restless with inexhaustible energy, the whole of 
him — body mind, and spirit — tremulous with a 
jerkiness of being which seems to have no effect 
whatever on his powers of endurance. 

One misses in him aU feeling, all tone, of mellow- 
ness. His mind, at present, shows no lightest trace 
of the hallowing marks of time ; it suggests rather 
the very architecture he takes so savage a pleasure 
in denouncing — a Idnd of mock Gothic mind, an 
Early Doulton personality. He has a thin voice, 
rather husky, and a recent accent. 

In his most vigorous moments, when he is bubbling 
over with epigrams and paradoxes, ridiculing the 
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to scorn those who think they can maintain the 
Christian spirit outside the mt'stcrious traditions 
of the Catholic Church, or when lie is describing a 
recent church as a Blancmange Cathedral, and 
paraphrasing an .nccoimt, given I think by Mr. 
James Dougl.as, of the building of a certain laljemacle 
in London — first it started out to be a J.am 
Factory, then a happy id.e.a occurred to the builder 
that he should turn it into a Watersvorks, then the 
foreman suggested th.at it would make an ideal 
swimming-bath, but fmally the architect c.ame on 
the scene and said. " Ifcrc, half a minute ; there’s 
an alteration wanted here ; we’re going to make it 
into a church ”“at such moments. Dr. Orchard 
might be likened to a duodecimo Che.stcrton — but 
a Chesterton of nonconformity. For he is a little 
crude, a little recent ; a mind without mellowness, 
a spirit without beauty, a soul which feeds upon 
aggression. 

He makes an amusing figure uith a black cloak 
wrapjicd round his little body in Byronic folds, 
and a soft hat of black plush on his head, a Vesta 
Tilley quickness informing both his movements and 
his speech, as he nips fonvard in conversation with 
a friend, the arms, in\’isiblc beneath their cloak, 
pressed down in front of him, his body leaning 
forward, his peering eyes dancing behind their 
spectacles. 

Nevertheless, those who mo-st find him only 
amusing or worse still thoroughly dislikcable, who 
are antipathetic to the whole man, and who thus can- 
not come at the secret of his influence, must confess 
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that there is nothing about him either of the smooth 
and oily or of the adroit and compromising. He 
is the last man on earth to be called an opportunist. 
This is in his favour. His aggressiveness must put 
all but the toughest against him. He is tremend- 
ously in earnest. It would be difficult I think to 
exceed his sincerity. 

But not to mind whose toes one may tread on is 
hardly in the style of St. Francis ; and, after all, 
it is possible to be tremendously earnest about 
wrong things, and consumingly sincere in matters 
which are not perhaps definitely certain to advance 
the higher life of the hmnan race. Humility is 
always safest ; indeed, it is essential to all earnest- 
ness and sincerity, if those energies are not to 
repel as many as they attract. 

Dr. Orchard’s manner, which can be extraordinarily 
nettling in conversation, as I have suggested, is 
evidently of a very soothing character in the con- 
fessional — if that is the proper term. He has a 
remarkable foUo%ving among women, and it is said 
that “ if he put a brass plate on his door and charged 
five guineas a time ” he might be one of the richest 
mind-doctors in London. He himself declares that 
his real work is almost entirely personal. I have 
heard him speak with some contempt of preaching, 
quoting the witticism of a friend that “ Anglican 
preaching is much worse than it really need be," or 
words to that effect. He likes ceremonial and 
private confidence. He has the instincts of a 
priest. 

His patients appear to be the wreckage of psycho- 
analysis. It is said that " half the neurotics of 
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London ” consult him about their souls. I have 
no idea of the manner in which he treats these un- 
happy people, but I am perfectly sure that he gives 
them coimsel of a healthy nature. There is nothing 
about him which suggests unwholesomeness, 
and much that suggests sound strength and clean 
good sense. Also among his penitents are numerous 
shopgirls who have lost in the commercial struggle 
whatever piety they possessed in childhood and in 
their craving for excitement have gone astray from 
the path of safe simplicity — gambling on horse races 
and often getting into serious trouble by their losses. 
Dr. Orchard may be trusted to give these weak, 
rather than erring daughters of London, advice which 
would commend itself to the Free Church Council, 
for tvith all his sacerdotal aberrations the basis of 
his moral life is rooted in Puritanism. 

It is an entirely good thing that there should be a 
minister of religion in London who attracts people 
of this order, particularly a minister whose moral 
notions are so eminently sane and so steadily uncom- 
promising. London is stronger and less disreputable 
for Dr. Orchard’s presence in its midst — ^no doubt a 
very vulgar, degrading, and trivial midst, but all 
the same a great congestion of httle people, one 
where the solemn note of the old morality sounds 
aU too seldom across the tinkle of bells in the caps 
of so many fools. 

This moral influence, however, may appear ques- 
tionable in the eyes of strong-minded and unsenti- 
mental people. Would he exercise such personal’ 
power, it may be asked, if he were not regarded as 
a " novelty,” if the eccentricity of his position in 
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while the nation looks on with an indifference which 
should complete its self-contempt. 

His quarrel, however, is not only vidth the 
churches, but with the nation as well. He regards 
the system under which we live as thoroughly 
unchristian. It is the system of mammon^-a 
system of frank, brutal, and insolent materialism, 
■i^y do we put up with it ? 

His religious sense is so outraged by this system 
of economic individualism that he bursts out with 
irritable impatience against those who speak of 
infusing into it a more Christian spirit. For him 
the whole body of our industrialism is rotten with 
selfishness and covetousness, the high note of service 
entirely absent from it, the one energy which informs 
it the energy of aggressive self-seeking. Such a 
system cannot be patched. It is anti-Christian. 
It should be smashed. 

He plunges into economics with a good deal of 
vigour, but I do not think he has thought out to 
its logical conclusion his thesis of guild socialism. 
Perhaps his tone is here more vehement than his 
knowledge of a notoriously difficult science 
altogether justifies. 

He opposes himself to the evolutionary philosophy 
of the nineteenth century, and is ready to defend 
the idea of a Fall of Man. His contribution to 
theology is a quibble. The old dogmas are to stand : 
only the language is to be adjusted to the modem 
intelligence. You may pictxire him with drawn 
sword — a sword tempered in inquisitorial fires — 
standing guard over his quibble and ready to defeiw^ 
it with his spiritual life. 
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His opinions are apt to place him among minori- 
ties. He was against the War, and during that 
long-drawn agony attracted to himself the mild 
attention of the authorities. I believe he likened 
the great struggle to a battle between Sodom and 
Gomorrah. However, he was careful not to go so 
far as Mr. Bertrand Russell. As he himself says, 
" I don’t mind dying for Jesus Christ, but not for 
making a silly ass of myself.” 

He occasionally writes reviews for The Tlation, 
and has published a number of uneventful books. 
His writing is not distinguished or illuminating. 
With a pen in his hand he loses all his natural force. 
He writes, I think, as one who feels that he is wasting 
time. Like Mr. Winston Churchill, he diverts his 
leisure with a paintbrush. 

One is disposed to judge that the mind of this very 
fiery particle is too busy with side-issues to make 
acquaintance with the deeper mysteries of his 
religion. When he complains that people do not 
know what Christianity is, one wonders whether 
his own definition would satisfy the saints. He is a 
fighter rather than a teacher, a man of action rather 
than a seer. I do not think he could be happy in a 
world which presented him with no opportunities 
for punching heads. 

Matthew Arnold, quoting from The Times a 
sentence to the effect that the chief Dissenting 
ministers are becoming quite the intellectual equals 
of the ablest of the clergy, referred it to the famous 
Dr. Dale of Birmingham, and remarked : " I have no 
fears concerning Mr. Dale's intellectual muscles ; 
what I am a little uneasy about is his reJigious 
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temper. The essence of religion is grace and 
peace.” 

But Dr. Orchard, we must not fail to see, is 
quite genuinely exasperated by the deadness of 
religious life, and is straining every nerve to 
quicken the soul of Christ's sleeping Church. 
This discontent of his is an important symptom, 
even if his prescription, a very old one, gives no 
hope of a cure. He is popular, influential, a figure of 
the day, and still young ; yet his soul is full of 
rebellion and his heart is swelling with the passion 
of mutiny. Something is evidently not right. 
Quite certainly he has not discovered the peace that 
passes understanding. 

But perhaps Dr. Orchard will never be satisfied till 
all men think as he thinks, and until there is only 
one Church in the world for the expression of 
spiritual life, with either Bishop Herford or himself 
for its pope. 

In the meantime he is too busy for the profound 
silence. The event of the day sweeps him before 
it. 



Chapter X 


BISHOP TEMPLE 

. . . faint, pale, embarrassed, exquisite Paler! He 
reminds me, in the disturbed midnight of our actual 
literature, of^ one of those lucent match-boxes which you 
place, on going to bed, near the candle, to show you, in 
the darkness, where you can strike a light : he shines in 
the uneasy gloom — vaguely, and has a phosphorescence, 
not a flame. But I quite agree with you that he is not of 
the little day — but of the longer time . — Henry James. 

The future of Bishop Temple is of more importance 
to the Church than to himself. He is one of those 
solid and outstanding men whose decisions affect 
a multitude, a man to whom many look with a 
confidence wMch he Mmself, perhaps, may never 
experience. 

He cannot, I think, be whoUy unaware of this 
consideration in forming his judgments, and I 
attribute, rather to a keen and weighty sense of 
^eat responsibility than to any lack of vital courage, 
nis ^ increasing tendency towards the Catholic 
position. One begins to think that he is likely 
to disappoint many of those who once regarded 
him as the future statesman of a Christianity 
somewhat less embarrassed by institutionalism. 

It is probable, one fears, that he may conclude 
^ theologjr comparable ivith 

that of Mr. Winston Churchill in politics. Born 
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in the ecclesiastical purple he may return to it, 
bringing with him only the sheaves of an already 
mouldering orthodoxy. 

On one ground, however, there is hope that he 
may yet shine in our imeasy gloom with something 
more effective than the glow of phosphorescence. 
He is devoted heart and soul to Labour. Events, 
then, may drive him out of his present course, and 
urge him towards a future of signal usefulness ; 
for Labour is a force which waits upon contingency, 
and moves as the wind moves — now softly, then 
harshly, now gently, then with great violence. 
Those who go with Labour are not like travellers 
in the Tory coach or the Liberal tram ; they are 
like passengers in a balloon. 

I do not mean that Bishop Temple will ever be 
so far swept out of his course as to find himself 
among the revolutionaries ; he carries too much 
weight for that, is, indeed, too solid a man altogether 
for any lunatic flights to the moon ; I mean, rather, 
that where the more reasonable leaders of Labour 
are compelled to go by the force of political and 
industri^ events, William Temple is likely to find 
that he himself is also expected, nay, but obliged 
to go, and very easily that may be a situation from 
which the Lollard Tower of Lambeth Palace 
will appear rather romantically if not altogether 
hopelessly remote. 

His career, then, like Mr. Winston Churchill’s 
in politics, is still an open eyent, and therefore a 
matter for interesting speculation. This fair-haired, 
fresh-faced, and boylike Bishop of Manchester, 
smiling at us behind his spectacles, the square 
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head very upright, the broad shoulders well back, 
the whole short stocky figure like a rock, confronts 
us with something of the challenge of the Sphinx. 

One of the chief modernists said to me the other 
day : “ Temple is the most dangerous man in the 
Church of England. He is not only a socialist, 
he is also the captive of Gore’s bow and spear.” But 
another, by no means an Anglo-Catholic, corrected 
this judgment. " Temple,” said he, “ is not yet 
hopelessly Catholic. He has, indeed, attracted 
to himself by his Christlike attitude towards Non- 
conformists the inconvenient attentions of that 
remarkable person the Bishop of Zanzibar. His 
S3nnpathies with Labour, which are the core of bis 

being, are sufficient reason for 's mistrust of 

him. I do not at all regard him as dangerous. 
On the contrary, I think he is one of the most 
interesting men in the Church, and also, which is far 
more important, one of its most promising leaders.” 

So many men, so many opinions. Strangely 
enough it is from an Anglo-Catholic who is also a 
Labour enthusiast that I hear the fiercest and 
most uncompromising criticism of this young 
Bishop of Manchester. 

” All his successes have been failures. He went 


' +0 Repton with a tremendous reputation ; did 
°^ffiing ; went to St. James’s, Piccadilly, as a man 
to ^ tke Thames on fire, failed, and went 

left it^'fof'Sel ^ heightened reputation; 

has done nothing® ^Movement, which 

the future tchblr" Tr T K 

he done ? What Canterbury. What has 

he ever done? 
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" He can't stick at anything ; certainly he can't 
stick at his job — always he must be doing something 
else. I don't regard him as a reformer. I regard 
him as a talker. He has no strength. Sometimes 
I think he has no heart. Intellectual, yes ; but 
intellectual without pluck. I don’t know how 
his brain works. I give that up. I agree, he 
joined the Labour movement before he was ordained. 
There I think he is sincere, perhaps devoted. But 
is there any heart in his devotion? Do the poor 
love him? Do the Labour leaders hail him as a 
leader ? I don’t think so. Perhaps I’m prejudiced. 
Whenever I go to see him, he gives me the impres- 
sion tliat he has got liis watch in his hand or his 
eye on the clock. An inhuman sort of person — 
no warmth, no sympathy, not one tiniest touch of 
tenderness in his whole nature. No. Willie Temple 
is the very man the Church of England rfocsn’? want.” 

Finally, one of those men in the Anglo-Catholic 
Party to whom Dr. Temple looks up with reverence 
and devotion, said to me in the midst of generous 
laudation : “ His trouble is that he doesn’t con- 
centrate, He is inchned to leave the main thing. 
But I hear he is really concentrating on his work at 
Manchester, and therefore I have hopes that he 
will justify the confidence of his friends. He is 
certainly a very able man, very ; there can be no 
question of that.” 

It will be best, I think, to glance first of all at this 
question of ability. 

Dr. Temple has a notable gift of rapid statement 
and pellucid exposition. One doubts if many 
theologians in the whole course of Christian history 
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have covered more ground more trippingly than Dr. 
Temple covers in two little books called The 
Faith and Modern Thought, and The Kingdom 
of God. His wonderful powers of succinct state- 
ment may perhaps give the impression of shallow- 
ness ; but this is an entirely false impression — ^no 
impression could indeed be wider of the mark. His 
learning, though not so wide as Dean Inge's, nor 
so specialised as the learning of Canon Barnes, is 
nevertheless true learning, and learning which has 
been close woven into the fabric of his intellectual 
life. There are but few men in the Church of Eng- 
land who have a stronger grip on knowledge ; and 
very few, if any at all, who can more clearly and 
vividly express in simple language the profoundest 
truths of religion and philosophy. 

In order to show his quality I will endeavour to 
summarise his arguments for the Existence of God, 
with as many quotations from his writings as my 
space will permit. 

" It is not enough to prove,” he says, *' that some 
sort of Being exists. In the end, the only thing 
that matters is the character of that Being.” But 
how are we to set out on this quest since " Science 
will not allow us a starting point at all ” ? 

He answers that question by carrying the war 
into the scientific camp, as he has a perfect right to 
do. " Science makes one colossal assumption always ; 
science assumes that the world is rational in this sense, 
that when you have thought out thoroughly the im- 
plications of your experience, the result is fact. . . . 
That is the basis of all science ; it is a colossal assump- 
tion, but science cannot move one step without it.” 
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Science begins with its demand that the world 
should be seen as coherent ; it insists on looking at 
it, on investigating it, till it is so seen. As long as 
there is any phenomenon left out of the systematic 
coherence that you have discovered, science is dis- 
contented and insists that either the system is \vrongly 
or imperfectly conceived or else the facts have not 
been correctly stated. 

This demand for " a coherent and comprehensive 
statement of the whole field of fact ” comes solely 
from reason. How do we get it? We have no 
ground in experience for insisting that the world 
shall be regarded as intelligent, as " all hanging 
together and making up one system.” But reason 
insists upon it. This gives us ” a kinship between 
the mind of man and the universe he lives in,” 
Now, when man puts his great question to the 
universe, and to every phenomenon in that universe, 
Why ? — Why is this what it is, what my reason 
recognises it to be ? is he not in truth asking. What 
is this thing’s purpose? ViTiat is it doing in the 
universe ? Wliat is its part in the coherent system 
of all-things-together ? 

Now there is in our experience already one principle 
which does answer the question " Why ? ” in such a 
way as to raise no further questions ; that is, the 
principle of Purpose. Let us take a very simple 
illustration. Across many of the hills in Cumberland 
the way from one village to another is marked by 
white stones placed at short intervals. We may easily 
imagine a simple-minded person asking how they 
came there, or what natural law could account for 
their lying in that position ; and the physical ante- 
cedents of the fact — the geological history of the 
stones and the physiologic structure of the men 
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who moved them — give no answer. As soon, however, 
as we hear that men placed them so, to guide way- 
farers in the mist or in the night, our minds are 
satisfied. 

Dr. Temple holds fast to that great word, that 
infallible clue. Purpose. He is not arguing from 
design. He keeps his feet firmly on scientific ground, 
and asks, as a man of science asks, WTiat is this ? 
and \Nhy is this ? Then he finds that this question 
can proceed only from faith in coherence, and 
discovers that the quest of science is quest of 
Purpose. 

T o investigate Purpose is obviously to acknowledge 
Will. 

Science requires, therefore, that there should be a 
real Purpose in the world. ... It appears from the 
investigation of science, from investigation of the 
method of scientific procedure itself, that there must 
be a Will in which the whole world is rooted and 
grounded ; and that we and all other things proceed 
therefrom ; because only so is there even a hope of 
attaining the intellectual satisfaction for which science 
is a qnest. 

Reason is obliged to confess the hypothesis of a 
Creative Will, although it does not admit that man 
has in any way perceived it. But is this hypothesis, 
which is essential to science, to be left in the position 
of Mahomet’s coffin ? Is it not to be investigated ? 
For if atheism is irrational, agnosticism is not 
scientific — "it is precisely a refusal to apply the 
scientific method itself beyond a certain point, and 
that a point at which there is no reason in heaven or 
earth to stop ’’ 
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To speak about an immanent purpose is very good 
sense ; bat to speak about a purpose behind which 
there is no Will is nonsense. 

People, he says, become so much occupied with 
the consideration of what they know that they 
entirely forget " the perfectly astounding fact that 
they know it," Also they overlook or slur the 
tremendous fact of spiritual individuality ; " because 
I t-m I, I am not anybody else." But let the in- 
diviilual address to liimself the question he puts to 
the Universe, let him investigate his own pressing 
sense tsf spiritual individuality, just as he investi- 
gates any other natural phenomenon, and he will 
find liimself applying that principle of Purpose, and 
thinking of himself in relation to the Creator's Will. 

If there is Purpose in the universe there is Will ; 
you cannot have Pmpose or intelligent direction, 
without Win. But, as we have seen, ‘ ' to speak about 
an immanent will is nonsense " : 

It is the purpose, the meaning and thought of God, 
that is immanent not God Himself. He is not limited 
to the world that He has made ; He is beyond it, 
the source and ground of it all, but not it. Just as 
you may say that in Shakespeare's work his thoughts 
and feehngs are immanent ; you find them there in 
the book, but you don't find Shakespeare, the living, 
thinking, acting man, in the book. You have to 
uifer the kind of being that be was from what he 
wote ; he himself is not there ; his thoughts are 
there. 

He pronounces " the most real of all problems,” 
the problem of evil, to be soluble. W/ty is there no 
problem of good ? Note well, that " the problem of 
evil is always a problem in terms of purpose," How 
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evil came does not matter ; the question is. Why is 
it here ? WTiat is it doing ? “ While we are sitting 
at our ease it generally seems to us that the world 
would be very much better if all evil were abolished, 
, . . But would it ? ” 

Surely we know that one of the best of the good 
things in life is victory, and particularly moral xdctory. 
But to demand victory without an antagonist is to 
demand something with no meaning. ... 

if you take all the evil out of the world you uall 
remove the possibility of the best thing in life. That 
does not mean that evil is good. What one means 
by calling a thing good is tliat the spirit rists per- 
manently content with it for its owm sake. Evil is 
precisely that with which no spirit can rest content ; 
and yet it is the condition, not the accidcnta.1 but the 
essential condition, of what is in and for itself the 
best thing in life, namely moral victory. 

His definition of Sin helps us to understand his 
politics : 

Sin is the self-assertion cither of a part of a man’s 
nature against the whole, or of a single member of the 
human family against the welfare of that family and 
the will of its Father. 

But if it is self-will, he asks, how is it to be 
overcome ? 

Not by any kind of force ; for force cannot bend 
tlie will. Not by any kind of external transaction ; 
that may remit the penalty, but will not of itself 
change the will. It must be by the revelation of a 
love so intense that no heart which beats can remain 
indifferent to it. 

All this seems to me admirably said. It docs at 
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least show that there are clear, logical, and practical 
reasons for the religious hypothesis. The mind of 
man, seeking to penetrate the physical mysteries 
of the universe, encounters Mind. Mind meets 
Mind. Reason recognises, if it does not always 
salute, Reason. And in this rational and evolving 
universe the will of man has a struggle with itself, 
a struggle on which man clearly sees the fortunes 
of his progress, both intellectual and spiritual, 
depend. Will recognises Will. And surveying the 
history, of his race he comes to a standstill of love 
and admiration before only one life — 

- a life whose historic occurrence is amply demon- 
strated, whose moral and spiritual pre-eminence 
consists in the completeness of self-sacrifice, and 
whose inspiration for those who try to imitate it is 
without parallel in human experience. 

Love recognises Love. " I am the Light of the 
World.” 

I will give a few brief quotations from Dr. Temple's 
pages showing how he regards the revelation of the 
Creative Will made by Christ, Who “ in His teaching 
and in His Life is the climax of human ethics." 

Love, and the capacity to grow in love, is the 
whole secret. 

The one thing demanded is always the power to 
pow. Growth and progress in the spiritual life is 
the one thing Christ is always demanding. 

He took bread and said that it was His body ; and 
He gave thanks for it. He broke it, and He gave it 
to them and said, " Do this in remembrance of 
f?®- • • • Lo what? . . . The demand is nothing less 

than this, that men should take their whole human 
life, and break it, and give it for the good of others. 
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The gro^vth in love, and the sacrifice which evokes 
that growth in love, are, I would suggest, the iaost 
precious things in Ihe. Take away tte condition of 
this and you will destroy the value of the spiritual 
world. 

One may form, I think, a true judgment of the 
man from these few extracts. 

He is one who could not move an inch without a 
thesis, and who moves only by inches even when 
he has got his thesis. His intellect, I mean, is in 
charge of him from first to last. He feels deeply, 
not sharply. He loves truly, not passionately. With 
his thesis clear in his mind, he draws his sword, 
salutes the universe, kneels at the cross, and then, 
with joy in his heart, or rather a deep and steady 
sense of well-being, moves for\vard to the world, 
prepared to fight. Fighting is the thing. Yes, but 
here is neither Don Quixote nor Fa.lst&S. He will 
fight warily, take no unnecessary risk, and strike 
only when he is perfectly sure of striking home. 

You must not think of him as old beyond his 
years (he is only a little over forty) but rather as 
one who was wise from his youth up. He has never 
flung himself with emotion into any movement 
of the human mind, not because he lacks devotion, 
but because he thinks the victories of emotion are 
often defeats in disguise. He wishes to be certain. 
He will fight as hard as any man, but intelligently, 
knowing that it will be a fight to the last day of his 
life. He is perhaps more careful to last than to 
win — an ecclesiastical Jellicoe rather than a Beatty. 
Nor, I think, must one take the view of the critic 
that he has never stuck to the main point. Every 
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step in his career, as I see it, has been towards 
opportunity— the riskless opportunity of greater 
service and freer movement. 

I regard him as a man whose full worth will never 
be known till he is overtaken by a crisis. I can see 
him moving smoothly and usefully in times of com- 
parative peace to the Primacy, holding that high 
office with dignity, and leaving behind him a 
memory that will rapidly fade. But I caimot see 
him so clearly in the midst of a storm. A great 
industrial upheaval, for example, where would that 
land him? The very fact that one does not ask, 
How would he direct it ? shows perhaps the measure 
of distrust one may feel in his strength — not of 
character — ^but of personality. He would remain, 
one is sure, a perfectly good man, and a man of 
intelligence ; but would any great body of the 
nation feel that it would follow him either in a 
fight or in a retreat ? I am not sure. On the whole 
I feel that his personality is not so effective as it 
might have been if he had not inherited the eccle- 
siastical tradition, had not been bom in the episcopal 
purple. 

By this I mean that he gives me the feeling of a 
man who is not great, but who has the seeds of 
greatness in him. Events may prove him greater 
than even his warmest admirers now imagine him 
to be. A crisis, either in the Church or in the 
economic world, might enable him to break through 
a certain atmosphere of traditional clericalism which 
now ratlier blurs the individual outline of his soul. 
But, even with the dissipation of this atmosphere, 
one is not quite sure that the outline of his soul 
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would not follow the severe lines of a High Anglican 
tradition. He does not, at present, convince one of 
original force. 

Yet, when all doubts are expressed, he remains 
one of the chief hopes of the Church, and so perhaps 
of the nation. For from his boyhood up the King- 
dom of God has meant to him a condition here upon 
earth in which the soul of man, free from all oppres- 
sion, can reach gladly up towards the heights of 
spiritual development. 

He hates in his soul the miserable state to which a 
conscienceless industrialism has brought the daily 
life of mankind. He lays it down that " it is the 
duty of the Church to make an altogether new 
effort to realise and apply to all the relations of life 
its own positive ideal of brotherhood and fellowship." 
To this end he has brought about an important 
council of masters and men who are investigating 
with great thoroughness the whole economic problem, 
so thoroughly that the Bishop will not receive 
their report, I understand, till 1923 — a report which 
may miie history. 

As a member of the Society of Spirits, he says, 
" I have a particular destiny to fulfil.” He is a 
moral being, conscious of his dependence on other 
men. He traces the historic growth of the moral 
judgment : 

The gro\vth of morality is twofold. It is partly a 
growth in content, from negative to positive. It is 
partly a growth in extent, from tribd to universal. 
And in both of these forms of growth it is accompanied, 
and as a rule, though my knowledge would not entitle 
me to say always, it is also conditioned by a parallel 
development in religious conviction. 
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challenge his clerical critics for Christ's sanction of 
the present system, which is certainly founded on 
covetousness and produces strikingly hideous results. 

His theological position may be gathered from 
the following reply which he made, as a Canon of 
Westminster, to a representative of the Daily 
Telegraph nearly two years ago. I do not think 
he has greatly changed. He was asked how far 
the Church could go in meeting that large body 
of opinion which cannot accept some of its chief 
dogmas. He replied ; 

I can speak freely, because I happen to hold rivo 
of the dogmas which most people quarrel about-^ 
the virgin birth and the physical resurrection. There 
are other heresies floating about ! One of our deans 
is inclined to assert the finitude of God, and another 
to deny anything in the nature of personality to God 
or to man’s spirit ! Rather confusing ! Phflosophic 
questions of this kind, however, do not greatly concern 
mankind. To believe in God the Father is essential 
to the Christian religion. Other doctrines may not 
be so essential, but they must not be regarded as 
unimportant. Personally, I msh the Chur^ to hold 
her dogmas, because I would do nothing to widen 
the gtdf wWch separates us from the other great 
Churches, the Roman and the Eastern. The greatest 
political aim of humanity, in my opinion, is a super- 
state, and that can only come through a Church 
universal. How we all longed for it during the war 1 
— one voice above the conflict, the voice of the 
Church, the voice of Christ ! If the Pope had only 
spoken out, with no reference to the feelings of the 
Austrian Emperor 1 — ^what a gain that would have 
been for religion. But the great authentic voice 
never sounded. Instead of the successor of St. Peter 
we had to content ourselves with the American Press 
— excellent, no doubt, but hardly satisfying. 
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Let me tell you a rather striking remark by an 
Italian friend of mine, an editor of an Italian review, 
and not a Roman Catholic. He was saying that every 
Church that persisted for any time_ possessed some- 
thing essential to the religion of Christ. I asked him 
what he saw in the Roman Church that was essential. 
He replied at once, ' The Papacy.' I was surprised for 
the moment, but I saw presently what he meant. The 
desire of the world is for universal peace, universal 
harmony. Can that ever be achieved by a disunited 
Christendom ? The nations are rivals. Their rivalry 
persisted at the Peace Conference, disappointing all 
the hopes of idealists. Must it not always persist, 
must not horrible carnage, awful desolation, ruinous 
destruction, and, at any rate, dangerous and pro- 
vocative rivalries, always dog the steps of humaiuty 
until Christendom is one? 

Personally, I think reunion with Rome is so far 
off that it need not trouble us just now ; there are 
other things to do ; but I would certainly refrain 
from anything which made ultimate reunion more 
difficult. And so I hold fast to my Catholic doctrines. 
But I tell you where I find a great difficulty. A man 
comes to me for adult baptism. I have to ask him, 
point _ by point, if he verily believes the various 
doctraes of the Church, doctrines which a man 
baptised as an infant may not definitely accept 
^d yet remain a faithful member of Christ's Church, 
vlffiat am 1 to say to one who has the passion of 
^ristian morality in his heart, but asks me whether 
mese verbal statements of belief are essential ? He 
Mght say to me, "It would be immoral to assert 
that I believe what I have not examined, and to 
examme this doctrine so thoroughly as to give an 
answer not immoral would take a lifetime. Am I to 
outside the Church till then ? " Here, I think, 
me Church can take a step which would widen its 
intluence enormously. No man ought to be shut out 
01 Ltmst 5 Church who has the love of God and the 
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paramoimt importance in all the affairs of human 
life. .When mankind becomes consciously aware 
of the Christian faith as a supreme truth, then 
there will be a realistic effort to establish the City 
of God. The first step, then, is for the Church to 
make itself something transcendently different 
from the materialistic world. It must truly mean 
what it says when it asserts the morality of Christ 
Blessed are the poor in spirit, the meek, the merciful, 
the pure in heart, the peacemakers. The fervour is 
not to be bom of an individual fear of hell or an indi- 
vidual anxiety for celestial safety, but of an utterly 
unselfish enthusiasm for the welfare of the world,” 

1 should give a false impression of this very 
interesting man, who is so sincere and so steadfast, 
if I did not mention the significant fact of his 
happiness. He has always struck me, in spite of 
his formidable intellect and a somewhat pedagogic 
front and the occasional accent of an ancient and 
scholarly ecclesiasticism.i as one of the happiest 
and most boy-like of men — a man whose centre 
roust be cloudlessly serene, and who finds life 
definitely good. His laughter, indeed, is a noble 
mtness to the truth of a rational and moral exist- 
ence. His strength is as the strength of ten, not 
only because his heart is pure, but because he has 
formulated an intelligent thesis of existence. 

He has pointed out that the Pickwick Papers 
could not have been produced in an}' but a Christian 
country. *' Satire you may get to perfection in 
pagan countries. But only in those countries where 
tlie morality of Clirist has penetrated deeply do you 
get the spirit that loves the thing it laughs at.” 
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PRINCIPAL W. B. SELBIE 

I make not therefore my head a grave, but a treasure of 
knowledge ; J intend no Monopoly, bid a community in 
learning ; I study not for my own sake only, but for theirs 
that study not for themselves. 

I envy no man that knows more than my self, but 
pity them that know less. I instruct no man as an exercise 
of my knowledge, or with an intent rather to nourish and 
keep it alive in mine own head, then beget and propagate 
it in his ; and in the midst of all my endeavour, there is 
hut one thought that dejects me, that nry acquired parts 
must perish with my self, nor can be Legacied among my 
honoured Friends.-^is. Thomas Bro\vi;e. 

Mansfield College, Oxford, has been happy in 
its Principals. Dr. Fairbaim created respect for 
Nonconfonrdtj' in the very citadel of High 
Anglicanism ; Dr. Selbie has converted that respect 
into friendship. There is no man of note or power 
at Oxford who does not speak with real affection 
of this devoted scholar, who has been dubbed up 
there " an inspired mouse.” 

He is a livHe man, with quick darting movements, 
a ^vinkling ^^ght eye, an altogether unaggressive 
voice, and a irf^ner that is singularly insinuating 
appealing. \ as it is impossible to think of a 
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blustering or brow-beating mouse, or a mouse that 
advances with the stride of a Guardsman and the 
minatory aspect of a bull-terrier, so it is impossible 
to think of Dr. Selbie as a fellow of any truculence, 
a scholar of any prejudice, a Christian of any 
unctimoniousness. Mildness is the very temper 
of his soul, and modesty the centre of his being. 

He is a Hebrew scholar who has advanced into 
philosophical territory and now is pusliing his 
investigations into the field of psychology. Modest 
and wholly unpretentious he sets up as no original 
genius, and is content with his double role of close 
observer and respectful critic. He is rather a guide 
to men than a light. He has nothing new to say, 
but nothing foolish. His words are words of purest 
wisdom, though you may have heard them before. 
You feel that if he cannot lead you to the Promised 
Land, at least he will not conduct you to the precipice 
and the abyss. 

Above everything else he is a scholar who would 
put his learning at the service of his fellow-men. 
Education with him is a passion, a part of his philan- 
thropy, a part of his religion. It is the darkness of 
man, not the sinfulness of man, that catches his 
attention. He feels that the world is foolish 
because it is ignorant, not because it is wicked. 
And he feels that the foolishness of the world is a 
count in the indictment against religion. Religion 
has not taught ; it has used manldnd as a dicta- 
phone. 

He has spoken to me with great hope and con- 
fidence of the change which is coming over the 
Church in this matter of religious teaching. Dr. 
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powerful than intellect is necessary to change the 
heart of humanity ■, but when love and knowledge 
go hand in hand there you get both the great 
teacher and the good shepherd. Knowledge with- 
out love is almost as useless to a teacher as love 
without knowledge. 

In his study at Mansfield, a large and friendly 
room book-lined from floor to ceiling, with a pleasant 
hearth at one end of it, where he smokes an occa- 
sional pipe with an interrupting fellow scholar, but 
where he is most often to be found buried in a great 
book and oblivious of all else besides, this little man 
with the darting eyes and soft voice is now invading, 
with sound good sense to save him from nausea or 
contamination, the region of morbid psychology. 

He would perfectly agree with Dr. Inge’s char- 
acteristic statement, '' The suggestion that in prayer 
We only hear the echo of our own voices is ridiculous 
to anyone who has prayed " ; but he is, I think, 
much more aware of the power and extent of this 
suggestion than is the Dean of St. Paul’s, and there- 
fore qualifies himself to meet the psychologists on 
their own ground. 

He has confessed to me that in reading Freud he 
had to Wade through much almost unimaginable 
filth, and he is driven to think that Freud himself is 
the victim of " a sex complex,” a man so obsessed 
by a single theory, so ridden by one idea, that he 
perfectly illustrates the witty definition of an expert 
an expert is one who knows nothing else.” 
All the same. Dr. Selbie assures me that his studies 
have been well worth while, that modern psychology 
has much to teach us of the highest value, and that 
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religion as well as medicine will more and more 
have to take accoimt of this daring science which 
advances so swiftly into their own provinces. 

So far as my experience goes no man of the first 
rank in Anghcan circles is preparing himself for 
this inevitable encounter with anything like the 
thoroughness of Dr. Selbie, a nonconformist. 

He makes it a rule never to interfere with the 
troubles of another communion ; but I do not think 
I misrepresent him when I say that he regrets the 
immersion of the Church of England in questions of 
theological disputation at a time when the true 
battle of religion is shifting on to quite other ground. 

Not many people in Anglo-Catholic circles realise 
perhaps that to the educated nonconformist all 
this excitement about modernism seems strangely 
old-fashioned. Long ago such matters were settled. 
The scholar nonconformist is no longer concerned 
with dogmatic dif&culties ; he has abandoned with 
the old teleology the old pagan theology, and now, 
believing in an immanent teleology, in an evolution 
that is creative and that has direction, believing 
also that Christ is the incarnation of God's purpose 
and the revelation of His character, he is pressing 
forward not to meet the difficulties of to-morrow, 
but to equip himself for meeting those difficiilties 
when they arise with real intelligence and genuine 
power. 

“ If medicine,” said Froude, had been regulated 
three hundred years ago by Act of Parliament ; if 
there had been Thirty-Nine Articles of Physic, and 
every licensed practitioner had been compelled, 
under pains and penalties, to compmmd his drugs 
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by the prescriptions of Henry the Eighth’s physician, 
Doctor Butts, it is easy to conjecture in what state 
of health the people of this country would at present 
be found.” 

Chiistendom does not yet realise how greatly, 
how grievously, it has suffered in spiritual health 
by having sent to Coventry or to the stake so many 
theological Simpsons, Listers, and Pasteurs simply 
because they could not rest their minds in the 
hypotheses of very ill-educated men who strove 
to grapple with the highest of all intellectual 
problems at a time when knowledge was at its 
lowest level. 

It will perhaps rouse the vitality of the Church 
when it finds twenty or thirty years from now that 
the great protagonists of Christianity in its future 
battles with science and philosophy are drawn 
from the ranks of nonconformity. 

Dr. Selbie is certainly preparing his students 
for these encounters, and preparing them, too, 
with an emphasis on one particular aspect of the 
old theology, and a central one, which the apologists 
of more orthodox communions have either over- 
looked or find it convenient to ignore. 

One of his first postulates is that man inhabits 
a moral universe, and from this postulate he has 
no difficulty in moving forward not only to con- 
template the hypothesis of immortality, but to 
confront the difficulty of punishment for sin. In 
a little book of his called BelteJ and Ltjc he has the 
following passages ; 

In the long last men cannot be persnaded to deny 
their own moral nature, and they will not be content 
Gw 
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with a theory of the universe which does not satisfy 
their sense of right. 

And because of this very sense of right they 
entertain no soft and sentimental notions concern- 
ing the universe ; 

They believe in judgment, in retribution, and in the 
great principle that “ as a man sows, so shall he also 
reap.” They therefore require that room shall be 
found in the scheme of things for the working out of 
this principle. They recognise that such room is not 
to be found in this present life, and so they accept 
the fact that God bath set eternity in our hearts, 
and that we are built on a scale which requires a more 
abundant life to complete it. 

In corroboration of their faith, it may be said, as 
John Stuart Mill used to argue, that wherever belief 
in the future has been strong and vivid, it has made 
for human progress. There is no doubt that the 
deterioration of religion and the more material views 
of life so prevalent just now are due to the loss of 
faith in the future. 

Religion, he says, can never live or be effective 
within the narrow circle of lime and sense. Never- 
theless he has the courage to say : " The future 
life, like the belief in God, is best treated as an 
hypothes's that is yet in process of verification.” 

But this hypothesis explains what else were 
inexplicable. It works. And, confronting the 
hypothesis of immortality, he insists that a future 
life must embrace retnbution, ” As a man sows, 
so shall he also reap.” Immortality is not to he 
regarded as a sentimental compensation for our 
terrestrial experience, but as the essential continuity 
of our spiritual evolution. ‘ For many, no doubt. 
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it will mean an experience of probation, and for 
all one of retribution.” 

He sees clearly and gratefully that ” the moral 
range of ' the work of Christ in the human soul, 
His gifts of grace, forgiveness, and power, lift men 
at once on to the plane of the spiritual and fill their 
conception of hfe with a new and richer content.” 
But he does not shut his eyes to the fact of the 
moral law, and with all the force of his character 
and all the strength of his intellect he accepts 
" the great principle that as a man sows, so shall 
he also reap.” 

In this way Dr. Selbie prepares his students, 
not only to meet the intellectual difficulties of the 
future, but to stand fast in the ancient faith of their 
forefathers that the moral law is a fact of the 
universe. He helps them to be fighters as well as 
teachers. They are to fight the complacency of 
men, the false optimism of the world, the delusive 
tolerance of materialism. There is no need for 
them to preach hell fire and damnation, but through- 
out all their preaching, making it a real thing and 
a thing of the most pressing moment, must ring 
that just and inevitable word. Retribution. In 
a moral universe, selfishness involves, rightly and 
inevitably, suffering — sufiering self-sown, self-deter- 
nained, and self-merited. 

He is the last man in the world from whom one 
would expect such teacMng to emanate. He 
seems, in his social moments, a scholar who is 
scarcely aware of humanity in his .delicious pursuit 
of pure truth, a man who inhabits the faery realm 
of ideas, and drinks the milk of Paradise. But 
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approach him on other ground and you find, though 
his serenity never deserts him, though he is always 
imperturbable and unassertive, that his interest 
in humanity and the practical problems of humanity 
is as vivid and consuming as that of any social 
reformer. 

There, in Oxford, among his books, and carrying 
on his duties as Principal of Mansfield College, Dr. 
Selbie, back from holidays spent in watching the 
great working world and listening to the teachers 
of that world, finds Wmself not alarmed, hut 
anxious. The voice of religion, he feels, is not 
making itself heard, and the voices of churches 
are making only a discord. Men are going astray 
because they have no knowledge of their course, 
and the blind are falling into the ditch because 
they are led by the blind. How is this dangerous 
condition of things to be remedied ? 

He replies, By the teachers. 

What we need at this hour above all other needs 
is the great teacher, one able to proclaim and 
explain the truths of religion, and filled with a 
high enthusiasm for his ofiice. We need, he tells 
me, men who can restore to preaching its best 
authority. At the present time preaching has 
fallen to a low ebb because it is despised, and it 
Is despised because it has lost the element of teach- 
ing. But let men recover their faith in the moral 
law, let them see that retribution is inevitable 
justice, let them realise that the life of man is a 
progress in spiritual comprehension, let them 
understand that existence is a great tiring and not 
a mean thing, and they will feel again the compulsion 
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to preach, and their preaching, founded on the 
moral law and inspired by faith in the teaching of 
Christ, will draw the world from the destructive 
negations of materialism, and wake it out of the 
fatal torpors of dull indifference. 

Happy, I think, is the church which has such a 
teacher at the head of its disciples. Though its 
traditions may not reach far back into the historic 
twilight of ignorance, the rays of the unrisen sun 
strike upon its banners as they advance towards 
the future of mankind. 
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When he was a youth a serious accident threatened 
to destroy his health and ruin his prospects. A 
charge of gunshot struck him at the bottom of the 
spine. The shot still remain in his body, and every 
autumn he is visited with an attack of quasi- 
peritonitis which reduces him to a sad state of weak- 
ness. For long weeks together — once it was for a 
whole year — ^his diet is restricted entirely to milk 
foods. 

In spite of this grave disability, I am inclined to 
doubt if there is a harder worker in any church of 
the world. Dr. Davidson’s knowledge of the Church 
of England, not only in these British Islands but 
in eveiy one of the Dominions, is a knowledge of 
the most close and intimate nature. He knows the 
names and often the character of men who are 
working in the remotest parishes of the uttermost 
parts of the Empire. He knows also their thousand 
difficulties and is often at pains to relieve their 
distresses. This devotion has an ideal origin. He 
has cherished the dream all his life that the Church 
of England, so sane, so moderate, so sensible, and 
so rightly insistent on moral earnestness, may 
become, with the growth and development of the 
British Commonwealth, the greatest of all the 
Christian Churches — greater, more catholic, than 
Rome. 

To this end he has worked with a devotion and a 
strain of energy which only those immediately 
about him can properly appraise. 

Such is the exhaustion of this labour that when 
he can find time to take a day off he spends it in 
bed 
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His policy bos abvays been to keep men reason- 
able, but with no ignoble idea of living a quiet life. 
Hb po\vcrs of persuasion, which have succeeded so 
often in making unreasonable men temporarily 
reasonable, have their source in the transparent 
sincerity of his soul. No one who encounters him 
can doubt for a moment that the Primate is seeking 
the good of the Church of England, and seeking 
that good because he believes in the English Church 
as one of the great spiritual forces of civilisation. 
No one, I mean, could think that he is cither tem- 
porising for the sake of peace itself or that his 
policy of moderation masks a secret sympathy %Hth 
a particular party. Clear as the sun at noon is 
the goodness of the man, his unprejudiced devotion 
to a practical ideal, and his unselfish ambition for 
the reasonable future of the great Church of the 
English nation. 

He gives most of us the feeling of a very able 
man of business, an ideal famil}' solicitor ; but 
there is a quite different side to his character. He 
is by no means a mystic, as tliat word is usually 
understood, but he is a man who deeply believes in 
tbe chief instrument of the mystic’s spiritual life, 
that is to say, in prayer. He is not a saint, in the 
general acceptance of that term, but his whole life 
is devoted with an undeviating singleness of aim 
to effecting the chief ambition of the saint — a know- 
ledge of God in the hearts and minds of men. 
Because he believes that the best method of achieving 
that consummation, having regard to the present 
level of human intelligence, is by moderate courses, 
one must not tliink that he is lukewarm in the 
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cause of religion. With all the force of his clear 
and able mind, he believes in moderation. Any- 
thing that in the least degree savours of extravagance 
seems to him impolitic. He does not believe in 
sudden bursts of emotional energy ; he believes in 
constant pressure. 

In my intercourse with him I have found him 
eminently sane and judicial, cold towards excessive 
fervour, but not cold at all towards ardent faith, 
inclined perhaps to miss the cause of spiritual 
impatience, constitutionally averse from any under- 
standing sympathy with religious ecstasy, but never 
self-satisfied, intolerant, or in the remotest fashion 
cynical. Always he expresses his views with 
modesty, and sometimes with healthy good-humour, 
disposed to take life cheerfully, never moved to 
mistake a molehill for a mountain, always quietly 
certain that he is on the right road, whatever critics 
may care to say about his pace. 

It is perhaps unreasonable to expect height and 
depth where there is excessive breadth. The Arch- 
bishop might make a bad captain, but he could 
have few rivals as an umpire. He is an admirable 
judge if an indifferent advocate. 

His grave earnestness is balanced by a conviction 
that humour is not without a serious purpose. He 
looks upon life in the average, avoiding all abnor- 
mality, and he sees the average with a genial smile. 
He thoroughly appreciates the oddities of English 
character, and would ask with Gladstone, “ In 
what country except ours (as I know to have hap- 
pened) would a Parish Ball have been got up in 
order to supply funds for a Parish Hearse ? ” 
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His atlitiide to the excitements and sensations 
of the passing day may be gathered from a simple 
incident. During the most heady days of the War, 
tliat is to say, days when people made least use of 
their heads, I encountered him at the country-house 
of a well-known statesman. One morning, while 
we were being lined up for a photograph, the boar- 
hound of our host came and forced himself between 
the Archbisiiop and myself. “ Wliat would the 
newspapers say,” exclaimed the .t\rchbishop in 
my ear, " if they knew that his name is — Kaiser 1 ” 
In this manner he regards all sensational excite- 
ment of every kind. When people arc tearing their 
hair, and the welkin rings with such affrighting 
cries as Downfall and Cnsis, the Archbishop’s 
rather solemn and alarmed countenance breaks up 
into a genial smile. It is when people are immov- 
able in otiose self-satisfaction, when the air is still 
and when lethargy creeps over the whole body of 
humanity, that the face of Dr. Davidson hardens. 
There is nothing he dreads more than apathy, 
nothing that so stimulates his policy of constant 
pressure as inertia. Ndengei, the supreme deity of 
the Fiji Islands, the laziest of all the gods, has the 
serpent for his effigy. " The Devil tempts the busy 
man,” says a Turkish proverb, *' but Ae idle man 
tempts the Devil." 

One of those who has worked wth the Archbishop 
for many years, although his views are of a rather 
extreme order and his temperament altogether of 
the excessive kind, said to me the other day, “ When 
Randall Davidson went to Canterbury, I told those 
who asked me what would be the result of his reign. 
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He will leave the Church as he found it. I was 
wrong. He has done much more than that.” He 
went on to say that there was now a far greater 
charity between the different schools than existed 
at the beginning of the century, and that if imityhad 
not been attained, at least disruption bad been 
avoided. 

One of the most eloquent and far-sighted of the 
EvangeUcals puts the matter to me in this fashion : 
" It is possible that fifty years hence men may ask 
whether he ought not to have been constructive ; but 
for the present we, his contemporaries, must confess 
that it is wonderful how he keeps things together.” 

" Pull yourself together ! ” was the admonition 
addressed to a somewhat hilarious undergraduate. 
" But I haven’t got a together,” he made answer. 

If it be true that a house divided against itself 
cannot stand, then we must admit that Dr. Randall 
Davidson is not merely one of the Church’s greatest 
statesmen, but a worker of miracles, a man whom 
we might expect to take up serpents and drink any 
deadly thing. 

But it will be safe to keep the Archbishop’s 
reputation in the region of statesmanship. 

The reader, I hope, will not think me either 
pedantic or supercilious if I insist that no word is 
niore misused by the newspapers, indeed by the 
whole modern world, than this word statesmanship. 
It is a word of which the antonym is drifting. It 
signifies steersmanship, and implies control, guid- 
ance, direction, and, obviously, foresight. Now, 
let us see how this word is used by those who are 
supposed to instruct public opinion. 
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The settlement of the Irish Question was hailed 
as a triumph of British statesmanship. One of the 
Sunday newspapers of the higher order acclaimed 
Mr. Lloyd George as the greatest statesman in the 
history of England and perhaps the greatest man 
in the world. But it needs only a little thought, 
only a moment’s reflection, to realise that this 
welcome settlement was a triumph, not of states- 
manship, but of murderous brutality. There would 
have been no preans if there had been no volle}^, 
no triumph if there had been no violence. 

Statesmanship was defeated in the eighties, and 
those who defeated it, those who e.xalted prejudice 
and racialism and intolerance above rationality and 
foresight, are now among those whom the world 
salutes as immortal statesmen. In truth, thei' have 
bowed the knee to violence. 

By the same power, and not by reason, the 
Government e.xtended the franchise to women. 
Statesmanship held firmly on the contrary course 
till the winds of violence rose and the rain of anarchy 
threatened to descend in a flood of moral devastation. 

Look closely into the great achievements of the 
Washington Conference and you vdll find that the 
nations are not voluntarily seeking the rational 
ideal of peace, but are being driven by urgent 
necessity into the com^e of reason. Statesmanship 
would have disarmed the world before 1914. It 
was only after 1918 that the spectre of Universal 
Bankruptcy drove the poor trembling immortals 
who pass for statesmen to embrace each other as 
heroes in search of an ideal. Humanity has achieved 
nothing noble or glorious in the last thirty years ; 
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it has been driven by the winds of God into every 
haven which has saved it from shipwreck. 

With a clear understanding of the meaning of the 
word statesmanship, one may ask with some hope 
of arriving at an intelligent answer whether Randall 
Davidson is a great statesman. 

Under his rule a divided and distracted Church 
has held together ; but religion has gone out of 
favour. During his reign at Lambeth there has 
been a sensible movement towards reunion ; but the 
nation is uninterested. If the Romanists have been 
less rebellious, the Evangelicals have lost almost all 
their zeal. If the Church still witnesses to the 
truth of Christianity, it is with all her ancient 
Inequalities thick upon her, turning her idealism to 
ridicule, and in the midst of a nation which has 
become steadily more and more indifferent 
to the Church, more and more cynical towards 
religion. 

If there is peace in the Church, there is little of 
that moral earnestness in the life of the nation which 
in past times laid the foundations both of English 
character and of English greatness. We are be- 
coming swiftly, I think, a light and flippant people, 
the only seriousness in our midst the economic 
seriousness of our depressed classes. It is not to any 
other class in the community that the zealot can 
address himself with an evangel of any kind. Only 
where a sense of bitterness exists, a sense of anger 
and rebellion, can the idealist in these dangerous 
times hope for attention. 

The Bishop of Manchester preached some few 
weeks ago a sermon to the unemployed of that city. 
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But the question would remain, With what food 
is the flock to be fed ? 

Is it possible to give an answer to this question 
which will not open again the floodgates of con- 
troversy? If that is so, then those of us who 
acknowledge the moral law had better abandon 
Cluistianity altogether, and set ourselves to con- 
struct a new and unif5dng gospel of ethics from the 
works of the moralists. For the world is tom 
asunder by strife, and contention is the opportunity 
of the wolves. Humanity has begun to apprehend 
this truth. It has begun to find out that disarma- 
ment is practical wisdom ; and now it is beginning 
to wonder whether counsels of perfection may not 
serve its domestic interests with a higher eflftciency 
than the compromises effected by unprincipled 
poHticians. It is in the mood to listen to a teacher 
who speaks with authority; but in no mood to 
listen to a war of words. 

If religion cannot speak with one voice in the 
world, it had better adjourn, like the plenipoten- 
tiaries of Sinn Fein and the representatives of the 
British Government, to a secret session. It must 
come to an rmderstanding with itself, an agreement 
^ to what it means, before mankind will recover 
interest in its existence. 
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CON'CLUSION 

TJi! fashion of ihis trorld passes array, and it is trifh 
irhal is abiding that I tcoiild fain concern myself - — 
Goethe. 

The breadth of my life is no! measured by (he muliiiude 
of my pursiiHs, nor ike space I lake up amongst other 
men ; but by (he fulness of the trhole. life lohich I know as 
mine. — F. H. Br.vdley. 

We are hut n! the very beginning of the knowledge and 
control of our vunds ; bid u-tlh (hat beginning an imtnensi’ 
hope IS dawning on the world . — THE 1 IMES.” 

The Ideal is only Truth at a distance . — Lamartire. 

It is ciirious, if Christianity is from heaven, that it 
exercises so little power in the afiairs of the human 
race. 

Far from exercising power of any noticeable 
degree, it now ceases to be even attractive. The 
successors of St. Paul arc not shaping world policy 
at Washington ; they are organising whist-drives 
and opening baaaars. The average clergyman, I 
am afraid, is regarded in these days as sometliing 
of a bore, a wct-bknkcl even at tea-parties. 

Something is wrong with the Church. It is 
impious to tiiink that heaven interposed in the 
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afiaks Cif humanity to produce that ridiculous mouse, 
the modern curate. No teacher in the history of 
the wor^ ever occupied a lower place in the respect 
of men. ^ So deep is tlic pit into which tire modern 
minister has fallen that no one attempts to get him 
out. He is abandoned by the world. He figures 
with the'starving children of Russia in appeals to 
the charitable — an object of pity. The hungry 
sheep lobe up and are not fed, but the shepherd 
also looks, up from his pit of poverty and neglect, 
as hungry as the sheep, hungry for the bare 
necessities \i animal life. 

This is skely a tragic position for a preacher of 
good news, and a teacher sent from God. 

If the Christian would know how far his Church 
has fallen from power, let him reflect that, even 
after the sorrow and desolation of a world conflict, 
there is no atmosphere in Europe rendering the 
savagery of submarine warfare unthinkable — ^utterly 
unthinkable to the conscience of mankind. 

Mr. Balfour and Lord Lee make a proposal to 
6nd this devilish warfare ; the French oppose ; 
newspapers open a crusade, here against France, 
there against Great Britain ; the vital interests of 
humanity ore at stake ; the door will either be 
opened to disarmament or closed against peace for 
another fifty years ; and Christ is silent — ^the 
Church does not lift even three fingers to bless the 
cause of peace. 

Why is the Church so powerless ? "ViTiy is 

J she has so fatally lost the attention of man- 
kind? 

Is it not because she has nothing to give, nothing 



210 


PAINTED WINDOWS 


to teach. ? Morals are older than Christianity, and 
sacramental religions as well, ilen feel tiat they 
cannot understand the immense paraphernalia of 
religion and its unnatural atmosphere of high 
mystery ; it is so tremendous a fuss abou; so very 
small a result. If God is in the Church, wfcy doesn’t 
He do more for it, and so more for the world ? The 
revenues of religion are still enormous. What do 
they accomplish ? 

Men who think in this way are not memies of 
religion, any more than the Jews who came to JesuS 
were enemies of Judaism. They deserve the respect 
of the Church. Indeed, it is in finding an answet 
to their challenge that the Church is most likely to 
find a solution to her own problem. But that 
answer will never be found if the Church seeks iof 
it only in her documents. There is another place 
in wMch she must look for the truda of Christ, a 
truth as completely overlooked by the modernist 
as by the traditionalist : it is in the movements of 
the soul, in the world of living men. 

I believe that there are more evidences for the 
existence of Christ in the modem world than hJ 
the whole lexicon of theology. I believe it is more 
possible to discern His features and to feel the 
breath of His lips by confronting the discoveries 
of modem science than by turning back the leaves 
of religious history to the first blurred pages of the 
Christian tradition. I believe, indeed, that it iS 
now wholly impossible for any man to comprehend 
the Light which shone upon human darkness 
nearly two thousand years ago without bringing 
the documents of the Church to the light which 
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is shining across the world at this present hour from 
the torch of science. 

" \%y seek ye the living among the dead ? ” 

For twenty years I have followed this chic to 
the meaning of Christ and the nature of His message. 
I have seen Darwinism, the very foundation of 
modem materialism, break up like thin ice and 
melt av/ay from the view of philosophy. I have 
seen evolution betray one of its greatest secrets 
to the soul of man — an immanent teleology, 
an invisible direction towards deeper consciousness, 
an intelligent movement towards greater under- 
standing. And I have seen the demonstration by 
science that this visible and tangible world in its 
final analysis is both invisible and intangible — a 
phantasm of the senses 

I may be allowed perhaps to recall the incident 
which first set me to follow this clue. 


One day, when he was deep in his studies of 
Radiant Matter, Sir William Crookes touched a 
little table which stood between our two chairs, 
and said to me, " We shall announce to the world 


m a year or two, perhaps sooner, that the atoms 
of which this table is composed are made up of liny 
charges of electricity, and we shall prove that each 
one of those tiny electrons, relative to its size, is 
farther away from its nearest neighbour than our 
earth from the nearest star.” 

I have lived to see this prophecy fulfilled, though 
^ s implications are not yet understood. 

The Church does not yet realise that physical 
science, hitherto regarded as the enemy of religion 
and the mocker of philosophy, presents us now 
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with the world of the transcendentalists, the world 
of the metaphj'sicians, the world of religious seers — 
a world "which is real and visible only to our limited 
senses, but a world which disappears from all vision 
and definition directly we bring to its investigation 
those ingenious instruments of science which act 
as extensions of our senses. 

Every schoolboy is now aware that a door is solid 
only to his eyes and touch ; that with the aid of 
X-rays it becomes transparent, the light passing 
through it as water passes through network, reveal- 
ing what is on the other side. Every schoolboy 
also knows that his own body can be so photo- 
graphed as to reveal its skeleton. 

But the Church has 5'el to learn from M. Bergson 
the alphabet of this new knowledge, namely, that 
our senses and our reason are what they are because 
of a long evolution in action — not in pure thought. 
W'e have got our sight by looking for prey or for 
enemies, and our hearing by listening for the move- 
ment of prey or of enemies. Our reason, too, is 
fasliioned out of a long heredity of action, that is 
to say an immemorial discipline in an existence 
purely animal. So pow’erful is the influence of 
this heredity, so real seems to us a physical wmrld 
which is not real, so infallible seem to us the senses 
by w'hich we fail to live successfully even as animals, 
that, as Christ said, a man must be born again 
before he can enter the Kingdom of God — ^that is 
to say, before he can behold and inhabit Keality. 

At the head of this chapter I have set a quota- 
tion from a leading article in The Times on the 
recent lectoes of M. Cou€. It is now eighteen 
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years ago, treading in the footsteps of Frederic 
Myere, that I discussed with some of the chief 
medical hypnotists in London and Paris the 
phenomena of mental suggestion. It was known 
then that auto-suggestion is a force of tremendous 
power. It was stated then that " an immense 
hope is dawning on the world," but not then, not 
even now, is it realised that this awkward term 
of “ auto-suggestion ” is merely a synonym for 
the more beautiful and ancient words, meditation 
and prayer. 

We know now that a man can radically change 
his character, can uproot the toughest habits of a 
lifetime, by telling himself that his will is master 
in his house of life.* And we think that we have 
made this discovery, forgetting that Shakespeare 
said " The love of heaven makes us heavenly," 
and that Christ said, " Blessed are they which do 
hunger and thirst after righteousness ; for they 
shall be filled,” and " All things, whatsoever ye 
shall ask in prayer, believing, ye shall receive,” 
or, as Mark has it, ” What things soever ye desire, 
when ye pray, believe that ye receive them, and 
ye shall have them,” and " According to your faith 
be it unto you.” 

With our present knowledge of the universe and 
of the human mind, it is at last possible for us to 
perceive in the confused records of the New 
Testament the nature of Christ’s teaching. He loved 
the world for its beauty, but He penetrated its 
delusions and breathed the air of its only reality. 

'■ Lay not up for yourselves treasures upon the 

* At Nancy even a lesion has been cured by suggestion. 
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earth . . . but lay up for yourselves treasures 
in heaven ... for where your treasure is, there 
wiU your heart be also.” " \\Tiat is a man profited, if 
he shall gain the whole world, and lose his o^vn 
soul ? or what shall a man give in exchange for his 
soul ? ” ” If thou canst believe, aU things are 

possible to him that believeth.” “ He that hath 
e£us to hear let him hear." 

His world was always the world of thought. The 
actual deed of sin was merely a physical conse- 
quence ; the cause was spiritual : it was an evil 
thought ; to harbour an evil thought is to commit 
the sin. He looked into the hearts of men, into 
their thoughts, and there only He found their 
reality. AU else was transitory. All else would 
see corruption and die. The flesh profiteth nothing. 
But the thought of a man — that is to say the region 
now being e.xplored by the psycho-analyst, the 
psycho-therapeutist, and the psycho I know not 
what else — this was the one region in which Jesus 
moved, the region in which He proclaimed his 
transvaluation of values, a region of which He 
was so complete a master that He could heal delusion 
at a word and disorder by a touch. 

One does not perhaps wholly realise, until one 
has read the muddied works of modem psychology, 
how sublime was the soul of Jesus. It might be 
possible to infer His divinity from the simplicitj' 
of tlie language and the white purity of the thought 
with which He expressed truths of the profoundest 
significance even in regions where so many fall into 
unhealthiness. " No man can serve two masters ” 
— ^is not that the teaching of the modem hypnotist 
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in dealing wth '' a divided self " ? " Set yonr 
affections on things above " — is not that the 
counsel of the sane psycho-analyst in treating a 
diseased mind ? " ^\sk, and it shall be given yoti ; 
seek, and ye shall find ; knock, and it shall be 
opened unto yon " — is not this the message of 
Cou<i, the teaching of auto-suggestion ? — that teach- 
ing which makes us say at last tlsat “ an immense 
hope is dawning on tlic world." 

And, in sober truth, we may indeed believe that 
this immense hope is da«ming on the world ; tlie 
hope that mankind may recognise in Jesus, WTro 
caUed Himself the Light of tlie World, the world’s 
great Teacher of Reality. 

Here we approach that unifying principle which 
was the object of our quest in setting out to explore 
the chaos of opinion in the modem Church. 

Is it not possible that the Church might see the 
trivial unimportance of all those matters which at 
present dismember her, if she saw the supreme 
importance of Christ as a Teacher? flight she 
not come to behold a glory in that Teaching greater 
even than that which she lias so heroically but so 
unavailingly endeavoured to make the world behold 
in the crucified Sacrifice and Propitiation for its 
sins? 

Is there not here the opportunity of an evangel, 
the dawning of an immense hope on the world ? 

But let the Church ask herself, before she abandons 
her labour of expounding doctrines concerning 
the Person of Christ, whether she is quite clear as 
to the teaching of Jesus. " Not every one that saith 
unto Me, Lord, Lord, shall enter into the ICingdom 
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of Heaven ; but he that doeth the of My Father 
which is in heaven.” 

Read St. Mark, the earliest, the least corrupted, 
of the narratives. It is a declaration of a new power 
in hiunan life, and a record of its acliievements. 
It is this, and nothing else. The one great word 
of that gospel is Faith — not faith in a formula or 
an institution, but faith in the absolute supremacy 
of spirit. Faith in spirit means power — power over 
circumstance, power over matter, power over the 
heredity of our animal origin. Jesus not only sets 
men free from the prison-hoxise of material delusion, 
as Plato and others sought to do ; He teaches them 
the way in which alone they can exercise spiritual 
dominion. 

There were two things to which He set no limits : 
one, the love of God, and the other, the power of 
Fcuth. 

Let all the schools in the Church revise their 
definition of the word faith, and unity \vill come of 
itself. Faith, as Jesus employed that term, meant 
making use of belief — belief that the spiritual alone 
is the real. Faith is the action of the soul. It is 
the working of a power. It is mastery of life. 

Let the Church realise that Jesus taught this 
power of the soul. Let her begin to exercise her 
own spiritual powers. And then let her understand 
that she is in the world to teach men, to lead the 
advance of evolution, to educate humanity in the 
use of its highest powers. 

A knowledge ot the sense in which Jesus employed 
the word Faith is the clue to the recovery of Christian 
influence. 
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This is the suggestion which I venture to submit 
to the Church, at a moment in iiistory when the 
harsh and brutal spirit of materialism is crushing 
all faith out of the soul and leaving the body no 
tenant but its appetites. 

I do not think any observant man can deny that 
the whole " suggestion ” of the modern world is of 
an evil nature, that is to say, of a nature which 
fastens upon the mind the delusions of the senses, 
making it believe that what it sees is reality, persuad- 
ing it that the gratification of those senses is the 
end and object of existence. The wages of this 
suggestion is death — the death of the soul. 

How far the world is gone from sanity, and how 
clearly science endorses Christ’s teaching, may be 
seen in the modem craze for unhealthy excitement, 
and in the medical condemnation of that morbid 
passion. A well-known doctor in London, Sir Bruce 
Bruce-Porter, has lately condemned Grand Guignol 
as intensif)dng the emotion of fear or anxiety — 
" Take no heed " — and has declared anger, or any 
violence of feeling, to be a danger — " Love your 
enemies ” — pointing out that " the experiment of 
inoculating a guinea-pig with the perspiration taken 
from the forehead of a man in a violent temper has 
resulted in the death of the guinea-pig with all the 
symptoms of strychnine poisoning,” 

Science is the one voice that condemns in these 
days the self-destroying madness of a world set on 
seeking to live habitually in the lower life. Some- 
times journalism may light a candle of reason in our 
darkness, as when The Times recently pointed out 
in a leading article that the half-humorous interest 
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ol the world in the murderer Landru bad its 
rise in a profound instinct of the human spirit, 
namely, that horror must be laughed at if it is not 
to be feared — to fear it is to be overwhelmed by it. 
This instinct is " an unconscious refusal to believe 
in the ultimate reality of evil ; it is the predecessor 
of the scientific spirit which says that evil is some- 
thing to be overcome by understanding it." 

Out of such a lethargy as that which now bolds 
her captive, I do not think the Church can be roused 
except by the trumpets of war. Let her, then, 
consider whether tliere is not here, in this world of 
false values, of low ambitions, of mean pleasures, 
of dark materialism, and of perilous superstitions, 
a world to be fought, as the doctors fight it, and the 
best kind of newspapers, if only for the sake of 
posterity, a world against which it is good to oppose 
oneself — the Children of Light against the Children 
of Darkness. 

Wliat is the good news of Christianity if it is^not 
the news that “ the spiritual alone is the real," that 
there is freedom for human life and mastery for the 
human soul, that faith in the spiritual is power over 
the material? Even in the tentative form which 
M. Bergson uses to reveal the reality of the spiritual 
world there is such joy that one of his interpreters 
can exclaim ; 

Here we are in these regions of twilight and dream, 
where our ego takes shape, where the spring within 
us gushes up, in the warm secrecy of the darkness 
which ushers our trembling being into birth. Distinc- 
tions fail us. Words are useless now. We hear the 
wells of consciousness at their mysterious task like 
an invisible shiver of running water through the 
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mossy shades of the caves. 1 dissolve in the joy of 
becoming. I abandon myself to the delight of being 
a pulsing reality. I no longer know whether I see 
scents, breathe sounds, or smell colours. Do I love ? 
Do I think? The question has no longer a meaning 
for me. I am, in my complete self, each of my atti- 
tudes, each of my changes. It is not my sight which 
is indistinct or my attention which is idle. It is I 
who have resumed contact with pure reality, whose 
essential movement admits no form of number. 

How much greater the joy of him who knows that 
Reality is God, and that God is Father. 

The open secret flashes on the brain. 

As if one almost guessed it, almost knew 
Whence -we have sailed and voyage whereunto. 

Let us suppose that the whole Church of Christ 
was engaged in teaching men this high mystery, this 
open secret, that all such great associations as the 
Christian Students' Movement, the Adult Sunday 
School Movement, the World Association for Adult 
Education, and all the numerous Missionary 
Societies throughout the whole earth — ^let us sup- 
pose that the entire Church of Christ was at work 
in the world teaching Christ's teaching, educating 
men, bringing it home to the heart and mind of 
humanity that "life is mental travel," that it is 
m our thoughts we live and by our thoughts 
we are shaped, that flesh and blood cannot inherit 
ffee Kingdom of God, that all terrestrial values 
radically false, that to hunger and thirst after 
anything is to get it, that the power of " the 
dominant wish ” is our fate, that in love alone 
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can «-c live io Uit fiiU staSurt- ut our <P<!jny, ihat 
tlir Kinsrfiom «*f God is i^iiidn iss. tint thi; ertfrine 
faith has n<!t yet l>c^n (’•vorsod by th^- wht-k' i!nrn»tn 
race in comori. lint conqisc'it' await tss in the 
spiritual u-otid i)-fort‘ wJiich al! the conquests 
of the maictial world util pile into inMcnitsrancc, 
that we ate spi! it s findint,’ our way out of iht* darkness 
of an animal am-csiry tnlo the Lydit of an immoital 
inhenlancc as cluldrcn of God ; !r-t us suppose tlsat 
this, and not tloquia, was the Vvicc of tlie Church; 
innsl we not say tint by such teaching the whole 
world would eventually be rescued frotu our pre.icnt 
cliaos and in the fulness of tune be born again into 
the knowledge of spiritual roaluy ? 

1 believe it is only when a man realises that in its 
final analysis tlic whole universe is invisible, and 
censes to think of Inmsclf as an animal and becomes 
profoundly sensible of him-eU ns a spirit, and a 
spirit in communion with a spiritual reality closer 
than hands and feet, that it is possible for him to 
fulfil the two great commandments on wiiich hang 
all the Law and the Prophets. And without that 
fulfilment there must always be chaos. 

If the Cluirch will not teach the world, modcra 
science will inspire philosophy to take tip anew the 
teaching of Plato, and the world will go fonvard 
into the light, but with no creative love in its soul 
o save it from itself. *' If therefore," said Christ, 
" the light that is in thee be darkness, how great is 
that darkness." 
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of a certain person, who, in private Ame^ 
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thing else in the literature of religion. Men “?? “^°bere be 
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power to write books like this. The publishers’ lists show that, and the 
newspapers confinn it, and the pulpit proves it.” 

Dally Telegraph. — " And the wider its circulation the better for the race. 
For he h.as said what needed saying, and has said it honestly and well.” 


Painted Windows 

A Study in Religious Personality 

By A GENTLEMAN WITH A DUSTER 

Popular Edition, with a new preface and foreword by Prof. KlRSOPP LAKE. 

Crown Svo, 29 , 6 d, net. 

Dally Graphic. — “ A new book which will rank, tor satiric wit, for tren- 
chant and not unfair criticisin, and for vivid portraiture, with his * Mirrors 
of Downing Street,’ ” 

Morning Post. — “ Whoever the ‘Gentleman witli a Duster’ may be . . . 
he must be a person of singular modesty. , . . His ‘ Mirrors of Downing 
Street ’ o0cred him a reputation which many writers might covet ; but be 
put by tte ‘ glistering foil.’ Now he has written a still better book about 
Eioua leaders, and again be forgoes the credit which is his due.” 

Dally Sketch. — " Better than either ’ The llirrors of Downing Street * or 
‘ The Glass of Fashion.* " 
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MIU.S & BOON’S CATALOGUE 


The Dolls’ Day Carine tedby 

■with 29 mostraUons by WILI. CADBY, and jacket fa coloor, 

Sixth Bditlon, Crown Svo. 2s. 6d, net. 

Tbs Observer. — The idea of the doUs that ' came alive ’ is one chetishe^n 
many nurseries, and in tUs story they ‘ come alive ’ very completely. 
novwty of the book lies in the wonderfully clever photographs of th® dolls 
adventures ; the pose of the creatures being uncannily lifelike.” 


Finding a Fairy '(a,i„f*caaM 

Vrllh 31 lUnstratlons by WnX CADBY, ond jacket tn colour. 

Fourth Edltloo. F*cap Svo, 2a, Cd, net. 

Dally Telegraph, — " A charming book of lantasy and childhood.” 

Lady’s FIclorlal. — A fascinating little romanee, which has much of the 
quality of Peter Pan.” 

Times . — " There is a . , . distinct individuality in ' Finding a Fdiryi' *>7 
Carina Cadhy, illustrated vrilh dainty photographs by Will Cadby." 


Shackleton : A Memory nit. 

• Wornlng Posh — Some day, we presume, there will be an official biopsp^y 
of Shackleton, bot pending that time and even when it comes this lovmg, 
sympathetic study of the great explorer will stand as a sketch portrait not 
to be surpassed." 

Times — A sincere and movong appredation of the great explorer, many 
of whose intimate thoughts he was pnvUeged to share. He tells nS a great 
deal that will be new to those who only heajfd Shackleton lecture.” 


lith the Wahuts and the Wine 

By GILUY 

Third Edlllon. With a coloured Wrapper, 2s, 6d. net. 

Eftning Standard . — “ A mellow, jovial book, replete with good stories which 
vrill amuse even those who have no walnuts and no wine. Some excellent 
etories arc told of the Sers’ices, and every parent will revel in the stories about 
children in this little symposium.” 


The Lighter Side of Politics 

By "THE UnOEB SECRETARY" 

F*cap 8 to, 2*. Gd. net. 

A volume tepkte with good stories. 

SWtirRxn, — V FuH < 3 ^ entertaiument,” 



GENERAL LITERATURE 


Other People’s Money 

By “A Trustee ” 

Second Edition, F'cap 8to, 2«, 6d. net, 

Fltimttal Haws, — This little volume vriU be most helpful to novices In 
the business of trusteeship. It explains succinctly the Intricacies of proving a 
will, the legal servitudes of office, and offers some sound advice upon the 
management of trust investments, the payment of legacies, and other matters 
likely to come TrilWn the scope of a trustee’s duties.” 


Common Sense Self-Help 

A Study in the Economics of Mind Power 

F’cap 8 to. By Edmund Dano, LL.B. 2 a.Gd.nn. 

Financial Kows. — In a concise yet illuminating essay the author sum- 
marises the principles of psychology and logic, riving to both a practical 
application to the common things of everyday life. ... A stimulating and 
suggestive aid to practical affairs.” 


The History and Adventures 

n Pptitiv Edmund Dane, LL.B. 

U1 d 1 CUUjr F'cap 8to. 2b. 6d,nct. 

pundeo Courier. — ” A veritable storehouse ol economic imowledgc 
epitomised and presented In most Interesting and convincing form. . . . This 
bttle gem of a book." 


How to Make a Fortune, 

or The Art of Growing Money 

By One Who Has Grown It . 

F'cap Std. Second Edition. 2s. 6d. net. 

It. in how to begin and continue making money In 

. j ousiness j on Inventions ; on how to make house property pay: and 
how to deal suc cesstuUy with stocks and shares.” 

Take It In Time 

Talks on Thrllt for Boys and Girls 

By tbo Aotbor of “ How to Malta a Fortoao.” F'cap 8vo. 2s. 6d. not. 

We have nothing but praise for ‘ Take it in Time.’ . . - 
simple language some useful, 
anii°«w everyday troths concerning thrift, work, the growth of money, 
elementary commercial psychology. , , , The idea is an admirable one.’’ 
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THE FINEST 3/6 NOVELS 

IN THE MARKET 


Baani in Cloth Printed on Beit Quality Paper 

Same iize ail (it naorit Picture Wrappen 


WHEN I WAS QUEEN IN BABYLON 

TALES OF TWO CONTINENTS 

*RREENSEA ISLAND. — 

A BIT AT A TIME 

•THE WHITE HEN 

•A GAMBLE WITH HEARTS 

CHILDREN OF CHANCE 

•THETAVERNANDTHEARROWS fnie Fngiilre iDnioaolir) AATHONYCAiii.vtE 

THE GATES OF HOPE Antbokv Careyi^ 

BRAINS OF DUST AuTitosV Caiu.yi.e 

THE HOOFSLIDE AMTHOsy CaM,vi.e 

COBWEB ' G. A. Chamberlaih 

BRY OF hag" FELL Rjchaud ChateR 


Rose Au-Ktivi 

Koeeet Barr 

Victor Bwdoes 

ijlOJf CWVTON Calthkop 
... PuVIilS CAMPBEtL 

Z... Astiionv CARBYER 

AnTBOJiy CAW-YT-E 

Anthony Carcyx-e 


THE CYPRESS TREE 

THE OTHER GATE 

THE SPEAKING SILENCE 

A VARIETY ENTERTAINMENT 

THE STREET OF A THOUSAND DELIGHTS 

THE NECKLACE OF TEARS 

THE MYSTERY OF GOLDEN LOTUS 

•A SULTAN'S SLAVE <A Son oitta Sahara) 

THE CORAL PALACE 


Sophie Cole 

.... Sophie Cole 

Sophie Coes 

SoPinE Cots 

Jay Geuer 

I-OtllSB Gerarp 

Louise Gerard 

Louise Gerard 

Beatrice Grimshaw 


THE LONG DIM TRAIL Forreshne C. Hooker 

•THE VALLEY OF THE MOON Jack London 

ISLAND TALES Jack London 

SMOKE AND SHORTY Jack London 

JOHN FITZHENRY EitA MacTiIabon 

THE LOVE CHIT JIaud Maelkt 

ROSE IN THE BUD Maud JlAliKT 

THE FLY IN THE BOTTLE Maud Maixet 

TAKE JOY HOME S. C. Nethersoie 

THE GENTLE BIGAMIST Horace W. C. Newte 

THE ROQUE'S PROGRESS Horace W. C. Newte 

THE EXTRA LADY Horace W. C. Newte 

TREASURE UPON EARTH Horace W. C. Newte 

THE TRIUMPH Horace W. C. Nkwte 

CREPE DE CHINE w. Edward Stiriino 

•WHITE SHOULDERS. ............. George Turner 


CARMICHEL'S PAST 
AFTER DINNER STORIES 

TRADITION 

JIMMY LAMBERT 

•BLACK PAWL 

EVERE0 

THE SEA BRIDE 

THE GREAT ACCIDENT „ 
ROQUES AND COMPANY „ 


JIarie Van Voest 
Marie Van VorST 
, Marie Van Vokst 

T. C. WiGNAtt 

Ben Ames WittiAUS 
Ben Ames VVtttiAMS 
Ben Ames WittiAMS 
Ben Ames Wiixiahs 
I. A. R. Wymk 


Fnms founded on these novels have been or are beihfi produced. 
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MILLS & BOON’S 


Cheap Popular Reprints 

A Complete List of Milts Boon’s Cheap Popular 

Reprints will be sent post free on application. 

Bound with Picture Jacket. Crown 8vo. 28. 6d. net. 

THE LADY FROM LONG ACRE Victor Bridges 

THE MAN FROM NOWHERE Victor Bridges 

MR, LYNDON AT LIBERTY Victor Bridges 

THE MYSTERY OF GOLDEN LOTUS Louise Gerard 

A SPANISH VENDETTA Louise Gerard 

BEAUTIFUL END Constance Holme 

THE SPLENDID FAIRING Constance Holme 

SMOKE AND SHORTY Jack London 

HEARTS OF THREE Jack London 

THE LITTLE LADY OF THE BIG HOUSE Jack London 

aERRY OF THE ISLANDS Jack London 

A DAUGHTER OF THE SNOWS Jack London 

THE KEMPTON-WACE LETTERS Jack London & Anna Strunsky 

THE MUTINY OF THE ELSINORE Jack London 

ISLAND TALES Jack London 

SPARROWS Horace W. C. Newts 

THE SEA BRIDE Ben Ames Williams 

BRODIE AND THE DEEP SEA 1. A. R. Wylir 


Bound with Picture Jacket. F’cap 8vo. 2s. net 


FOOTLIGHTS 

WICKED 

THE GREATER CLAIM 

MR8* O'H 

THE DUCHEM,' THE ABTiW,’'AHD T^^^ 


A LONDON GIRL 

THE CRUISE OF THE SCANDAL 

GOLDEN BARB'S VICTORY 

THE LUCK OF MAPLEDOWN 

THE CYPRESS TREE . 

A LONDON POSY 

THE LOITERING HIGHWAY 
THE GATE OF OPPORTUNITY ~ 

THE HOUSE IN WATCHMAN'S ALLEY 
THE PRIDE OF THE FANCY 

DAYS OF PROBATION . 

LIFE’S SHADOW SHOW “ 

flower OF THE MOON 
A TROPICAL TANGLE 


the VIRGIN'S TREASURE 
the WITCH CHILD 



Arthur Applin 
Arthur Applin 
. Arthur Applin 
Harold Begbib 

Harold Begbib 
Harold Begbib 
Victor Bridges 
E. C. Buley 
.... B. C. Buley 
Sophie Colb 
.. Sophie Cole 
.. Sophie Colb 
.... Sophie Colb 
.. Sophie Colb 
George Edgar 
Louise Gerard 
Louise Gerard 
Louise Gerard 
Louise Gerard 
Louise Gerard 
Louise Gerard 
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MILLS & BOON’S CHEAP POPULAR REPRINTS 


Botmd 'wltb Picture Jacket. F’cap 8vo. ' Zb, net. 

THE WAVES OF CIRCUMSTANCE Louise Gerasd 

THE CORAL PALACE Beatrice Grikshaw 

GUINEA GOLD Beatrice Grihshaw 

CRUMP FOLK GOING HOME Constakce Holhe 

THE MYSTERY OF THE YELLOW ROOM Gastoh Leroox 

BEFORE ADAM Tack Londoh 

THE RED ONE jxcK London 

MICHAEL, BROTHER OF JERRY Jack London 

THE CRUISE OF THE SHARK Jack London 

THE HUMAN DRIFT _ __ Jack London 

WAR OF THE CLASSES ' Jack London 

REVOLUTION "T.r.ir London 

THE «ROH heel : Jack London 

THE HOAD — UcK London 

THE tIAGKET Tack Lohdoh 

Trtu Jack Lokdok 

tfOHH BARLEYCORN Z. Jack London 

London 

WILD SEAS Jack London 

HEAD-HUNTERS Mrs. Jack London 

JACK LONDON AND HAWAII Mrs Tack London 

JS the SOUTHERN SEArT.™ J^CK London 

THE FLY IN THE BOTTLE Maud Madlet 

MY fbpVch cp?rMi!i *’*HI8 — 1 ” " “Constance E. Maud 

*^HIEND8 Constance E. Maud 

ANCIENT MaWnERS :;;™ Mnm^v'’Twils 

IN BEECHWOOD "ZI.3Zr - MoS^v RoS“« 

IHE PRICE OF A SOUL . . p.,rr Trbnt 

i?G"V^R^E?SSPN"E'!“.Z &vTn V?«T 

MARY MORELAND 

ISi •• A- 1 ™ 


Educational Books 


Ire obtained from MILLS & BOON, LTD., 
Boerfm^n Schools are Invited to write for 

g^en copies oi books Ukely to prove snltaWe for Introduction as class 



